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TO HER GRACE THE 


DUCHESS os BEDFORD 


THIS FIE O E 
18 


— * 


MOST HUMBLY INSCRIBED, 
BY | 
HER GRACE" MUCH OBLIGED, 
MOST GRATEFUL 
4 D 


OBEDIENT SERVANT, 


| 


The AUTHOR, 


Fo_ADVERTISEMENT. 


To hint of this Piece was taken from one 

of the Contes Moraux of Marmontel, tiled 

L” Hereuſe Divorce. The foible ridiculed in the 
tale is, perhaps, the only one imputed to our ſex 

which has never yet been expoſed by a theatrical 
repreſentation. It is a ſimplicity, not a coquetry ; 
it is the error of a delicate and elevated mind, un- 
acquainted with the manners of real life, or the 
general frame of the human heart. 


The novel was too barren of incident to furniſh 
out an entertainment for the ſtage, which obliged |! 
me to contrive an entire under-plot, and introduce 
ſeveral new charaQers into the Comedy, which I 
ſhall'not take up the reader's time to point out here; 
and ſubmit this performance to the candor and cle- 
mency of the public, after having, perhaps, too 
adventuroufly hazarded their criticiſm and cen- 


ſure. | 


| 4 s 


Good. 


PR O L 0 GU E. 


Sent by an . . 042 Hand. 


Enter, at oppoſite doors, Serjeants PoMmrovus 


and PLACtD, pleaders in the court of 1 
naſſus: They hook round the Lange. | 


POMPOUS. 
| = a full court. 
4 8-6. 06-3 8 
Come, brother, ler's begin. 2 
The Judges, are they ſeated? © 
"PL FO. 
Juſt gone in. | 9 
POM YOU Ss. 
The Jury? 4 ne 
FEN 


Special; freeholders in wit. 


POM PO US. 
E comitatu lit rata: m, the pit. 0 „tek 
So far, ſo well. Come, now let's ſee the panel» 
No pack'd one for the job, I hope, no canaille. 


Placid takes out a paper, and reads. ' 


| PLACTD. 
The foreman, Silence, 


POMPOUS. 6-v287'1 
A3 


PROLOGUE. 


PLACID. 

V . Senſe, Spirit, Taſte ; 
And by their fellows you muy gueſs the reſt, 
Including Mercy, which, tho” laſt, not leaſt. 

Good- men and true, all ſworn before Apollo, 


To hear the truth, and nought but juſtice follow. 


. POMPO US. 
Know then, my lords, and gentlemen o' th jury, 
We've found a bill i'th' records of old Drury, 


In which the culprit's charg'd, in this here cauſe, 


With rankeſt treaſon againſt nature's laws, 
By introducing *mong the ſcenes of life, 
A thing unheard-of, a Platonic Wife ; 


1 thought, at leaſt, ſhe had been ſixty-four ! 
Here reſts my plea : In order' to make good 


The rights and properties of fleſh and blood, 
For evidence upon yourſelves I call, 


And ſet the cauſe on this, to ſtand or fall, 
Have ye now one Platenic Wife among ye all? 


| "> 4} % 4 2 

My lords and gentlemen, attend a while, 

Nor let too-ſpecious words your fenſe beguile. 
My brother's ſomewhat warm ; but, entre nous, 
Might not Platonic Wives ſyit ſome of you? 
Men fond of hunting, drinking, or debate, 
Would they repine at a Platonic mate? 

'Their hearts are alien'd from domeſtic life, 

And bounds, or wine, or party, are a wife. 
Beſides, he argues from the common lau, 

But I in egaity defend the cauſe; T 
Plead,. women are not bound by Nature's rules, 
Nor are their morals borrow'd from the ſchools : 
How many facrifice their youthful charms 

To an old, wealthy huſhand's feeble arms! 

Or yield to titles what they owe to merit, 
Wretched themſelves, that children may inherit ! 
Theſe ſure are Platoniſſs, who thus forego 
Nature's true joys for wealth, or rank, or ſhew! 


Fair, blooming, and bout twenty-five—no more 


- 
o 
- 
- 


Our 


Ls © A Ay 


P R OL OG u E. 


Our heroine, tho' ſhe differs wide from theſe, 

Has but refin'd upon the ſame diſeaſe. 

Our auth'reſs too, perhaps, to aid her cauſe, 

May boaſt herſelf the great ſublime ſhe dravrs. 
By reaſon's ſtandard, then, you judge amiſs 

Of thoſe whoſe legiſlator is capricc- 

I therefore crave exception for this night, 

And plead the privilege of Female · right. 

POMP O US. 
Well, Sirs, the caſe is ſtated, proofs at hand 
All ready here in court, at your command. 


PLACTD; 
Liſten with candor ; as ſhe merits, treat her. 


POMPOUS 
Freely condemn, 


PLACHFTD. mn 
Or honourably acquit her. 


[They bow, and exeunt ſeverally. 


« war of 
"Wo * 


＋44 Dramatis 


„ Dramatis erb. 


1 | * * N. 

5 3 H I cr © 
Lord Fi r AU en da 
Sir WII Id BELvVILLE, © · 

| Sir HARRT WilLwuoT, 


| Mr. FRANKLAND, 

L AMBROSE, 

PATRICK, We en 
Nicopzuus, 80 


4 = % % % 
'Two Footmen. e 
130 np Kids 1G 


Re ell. 


— a 


| Lady FRANKLAND, 


| Lady Fa PURA Ns | 
| EMILIA, 3 1 
| CLARINDA, | 


FoNTANGE, 


Lucy, maid to Emilia, 
Bzrrr, maid to Clarinda. 


Scene, LONDON. 


* . a 
ry 4 - — '&* 


ac TI SCENE I,” 


A Drawing-Room. Lady F a vs and 
CLARINDA diſcovered. | 


CLARINDA. 


X Rejoice to find that your lady ſhip's good 
6h nature is as much delighted as mine, at 
lady Frankland's happy eſcape trom the 

Ws E galling chain of matrimony. | 

L. Fan Why really, Clarinda, I look upon it, that 
next to the felicity of widowhood is that of being ſe- 
patated. However, there are, my dear, ſome mate- 
rial differences: While the tyrant lives to whom we 
have been bound, we never can forget we have been 
flaves. There ate, beſides, ſome other diſagreeable 
circumſtances which attend a ſeparation, from which, 
thank Heaven, my ſtate is free. 
 » Clan. You 474 I ſuppoſe, the power a huſband 
has of withdrawing alimony, in caſe of indiſcretion, 
and forcing the wretched wife upon certain ach de 
wur, en ſhe will or no. 4 
A 5 5 I 
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L. Fan.. True. Now you know that ſince that Go- 
thic ſtatute of the Black. Ram, in the North-weſt Rid- 
„ has been aboliſhed, we widows may chuſe what 
hobby-horſe we pleaſe ; ſometimes, for variety, per - 
haps an aſs; but oh! defend me from a mule, tis 8 | 
vaſtly like a huſband. | 
Clar. Oh ! the happieſt ſimile in the world: for, on 
my conſcience, they ſeem equally to be deviations. 
from the laws of nature. However, when broke from 
reſtiveneſs, they are the beſt pack-ſaddle amblers in 
the world, 

L. Fan. But now, my dear Clarinda, that we have 
got this pretty little bird out of its cage, what think 
you will it do with its freedom Tis vaſtly mild, 
and will, I imagine, take flight to ſome Arcadian grove, 
and fit and fing alone. 

Clar. O no! that muſt not be: it would diſgrace 
our generalſhip. She dies for ſentimental paſſion ; and 
when once her romance is known, I warrant we ſhalt -- 
be able to fupply her with pretenders enough, who. 
may aſſume by turns the crook and ſcrip, the helmet 
and the lance, to hold her in play. Nay, piqued as. 
ſhe was at what the ſtiled lord Frankland's indiffe- 
rence toward her, I am; perſuaded that if one tender 
tear had but gliſtened in his eye at the inſtant of their 
ſeparation, ſhe would have ſunk into his arms, and, 
like the plaintive turtle, have moaned and cooed a- 
way the remainder of her life in true e conjugal inſipi- 

dity. 
L. Fan. I am ſurprized this did not happen. for 1 
am quite of opinion that lord Frankland loves her. 
Clar. He certainly does; but then he did not deify 
her.” My lord knows himſelf to be a mere mortal 
man, and has not the pteſumption af Ixion, to 98 | 
with % _ I? 

He once, I think, admired you, Clariads.; 3 
it was thought you liked him too: how happened 
you to eſcape the noole ? 

Car. Platonics, lady Fanſhaw, al Magica So 
vulgar a notion as matrimony never once, I believe, 


entered either of our heads; and I dare ſwear he 
wiſhes 


— 


* 


* ” " BD 
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© wiſhes now that he had never changed his mind fince * 


in that article. | MN 1 FF... 
L. Fan. *Tis poſſible he may; and that at length, 
tired with the pettiſhneſs of 'a ſpoiled child, he may 


return, and throw his devoirs again at the feet of 


one who will at leaſt treat him like a reaſonable 
creature. - | FOI 

Clar. I dare not indulge the hope; but I ſhall en- 
deavour, though, to lay every obſtacle in the way to 
their re- union. Lady Frankland is young and hand- 
ſome ; ſhe may be virtuous too; but how long that 
ſame fortreſs called Chaſtity will hold out when be- 
fieged by flattery, the love of which is her chief foi- 
ble, I cannot ſay. * 99.6 | 

L. Fan. Why juſt as long, Clarinda, as: any othee 
fortreſs - where the governor loves money and the be- 
ſiegers come up to his price. But among thoſe who 
either are, or pretend to be, her adorers, I cannot yet 


perceive that ſhe” has ſhewn the © ſmalleſt preference; 


and ] really believe that ſhe admires Alexander, Cy- 
tus, or Orondates, | more than any man alive. 
Clar. Perhaps ſhe may think ſo too; but be affured, . 


lady Fanſhaw, that any perſon who ardently defires 


to inſpire a romantic paſſien- is not unſuſceptible of 4 
natural one; and when that takes place, ſhe will een 
act an old proverb, and accept of the hing dog in- 


ſtead of the dead lion. ä 
IL. Fan But come, my dear Clarinda,” and let us 


attend the levee of this eccentric comet, which; like 


other blazing ſtars, perhaps glitters but to fall. [Exeunt: 


$I S CE N E E 5 
A dreſfing- room. Lord FuANKLAMn gazing- 
1 n a female pictunn e 


L. Frasl. Thou, beautecus ſhade of that. angelic 
form whoſe wild caprices have deſtroyed. my peace, I 


could for ever gaze upon thee ! As lord Townly ſays, 
Why did I marry?” Oh! rather fay, Why did 1 


quit my charge, deputed as I was her virtue's guard ? 
Exter 
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5 526i in en Eater Mr. Frankland. en 


Mr. . Frank, G rning to your Tordſhip, 
IL. and. Good . | 1 1 
Mr. Frank.” 1 do to find your lordſhip's con- 
demplations ſtill fixed upon that gloomy ſubject. 

L. Frank. And wherefore ſhould they not ? Why 
p100my, Charles? Look with what innocence ſhe 
miles upan mel and ſure that painting is the por- 


- trait of her heart, 


Mr. Frank. I have not the leaſt doubt of lady Prank- 
land's inpacence or victue ; but furely, my lord, it 


were a childim folly to caſt our play-thing from us, 


then fit and mourn its loſs. os Fd 

L. Frank. 1 have | not. done. ſo, Charles: I have 
thrown a diamond in a flaming furnace; if it eſcape 
without a crack or flaw, its value then is proved. 
M. Frank. Ay, if it does, my lord. 5 i 

I Freak, Why should vou doubt it, Charles? 1 
know her merits and her foibles tob— her real love of 
virtue, with her fond. wiſhes to inſpire a vain, roman- 
tic paſſion. | 


Mr. Fraxk. And can you think, my lord, that to ob- 


tain ſo ſair, ſo rich à prize, there ate not men who will 


aſſume the femblance of a more romantic paſſion than 


even your lordihip tel? 

L. Frank. Perdition's in that thought |, Oh, Charles, 
bad I but ſhewn the thoufandth part of that fond love 
| feel for lady Frankland, this fatal ſeparation, ne et 


had bappened, 


Enter Ambroſe. 

Amb. J have been, my lord, bin, ts lady Frank- 
land's health, and was anſwered by her woman, that 
Ber ladyſhip had fat up late, reading à new romance; 
that ſhe had wept much, and ſleꝑt little, but was in 
tolerable health this morning, _, | 

L. Prank. May each new mor freſh from its downy 
wings ſhed health, and happineſs around her! "Order 
my chariot, Ambrofe, and ſee that all 45155 are got 
ready for my departure this morning. I all * 

4 :3 g „ S 8 to he elle- 


r Dr 4  wnlKy Sa _T._ 


—_— 
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Belle-vieu, for how long I know not. Perhaps air, 
exerciſe, and change of objects, may throw off this 
ſad weight. [Exit Ambroſe, 
Mr. Frank. Shall I accompany your lordſhip ? | 
L. Frank: No. Charles; you ſeem to have ſome 
doubts. of lady Frankland's conduct: I would have 
ou, therefore, be a witneſs to it; for my part [ 
— none. Your intimacy with Emilia, who now lives 
with my wife, will furniſh you with ſufficient oppor- 
tunities to know every ſtep the takes, and I ſhall thank 
you with true gratitude to deal with ſtricteſt juſtice, 
Exit, 
Mr. Frank, Ay, toward myſelf I will, This 1 
man has parted from his wife tor ri ans, Jo ſhould love 
her, and now fits pining at yon baby face, and longs 
to have the limbs to it again. But ſhould that hap» 
pen, he may perhaps get others, which awſ-contrat 
and cripple mine. Counſellor: Frankland,. with four 
hundred pounds a year, and that dipt up to the chin 
too, is but a poor lover for Emilia, with fifteen hun- 
dred ; but the fame wan, heir to lord Frankland's rank 
and fortune, ſounds well enough. Therefore the caſe 
lands thus; my bird is almoſt caught, and ſhall 1Jooſe 
the ſtring, and let it fly, to lure his to the neſt again, 
where it may fit and breed, while 1 am whiſtled down 
the wind to prey. at fortune? did 22 [Exit. 


10195 160 MN Et 
An ante thamber in Lady Frankland's houſe. 
uten Fontange. 1 
| Font. Nicodumpus, Nicodumpus, maka de hot vater 


for my lady breakfalt. Vite, Nicodumpus. + =. 


Enter Nicodemns. abs) 

Nic. What can ſhe mean now? n 
Font. Why you no ſtir, Nicodumpus ? my lady up 
this half-an-hour, and has no gota her tea. In my 
countre de valet de chambre lia va de caffé, de gateau, 
ready again de lady ſit up in her bed; they carry it to 
her tuelle, they clap it upon her lap, they tell her de 


news 


— 


ton * vid my nail. 
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news of de ville, of de compagne, of every-tin py de 


vorld; they maka her laugh, and put her in 


kumevr for de whole day. O, de "Engliſh deter 
ſont de mere b<tes ! 

Nic. Why there now, youſe- run on at a fine rate, 
and Iſe does not know what youſe been jabbering about 
this half hour. The Devil take all your country, ſay 
I: Youſe come over here, poor, forry, lean, ſpectacles, 


to take the bread out of our Engliſh mouths, and then 


prate to us in outlandiſh, gibberiſh, of ruelly's, villy's, 
and gato's. But l'Il be hanged if Mrs. Cato, that lived 
with my lady before ſhe ever ſaw your ugly feace, 
were not worth a ſhip-load on ye. 


Font. What, you filthy animal, do you ſtand making 
a names of me ? SpeQacle ! me no ſpectacle; me no 


wear de ſpectacle on my eyes. Ver fine indeed! I vill 
make complain of my lady directly; I vill maka her 
turna you out, you miſerable ver de terre, and J vill 
get de French valet for her, who ſhall know how to 
treat mademoiſelle de Fontange vid de propre com- 


plaiſance. 


Me. Vouſe turn me out, youſe be hanged firſt. Sure 
one Engliſnman is able to flog a dozen of your wiſhy- 
waſhy ſoup-meagre munſeers, let alone ſuch a flippery, 
rns doll Margery as you. 

Turning her round, and making faces at her. 

Fant. Oh, de monſter, de bp, je dechireray 


Mie. If youſe at that work, have a you. [Spitting 


i bis Fifl.] Noa, damn it, they ſay ſhe is a woman, 
and I don't care to ſtrike her neither. But hearkee 


me; ſend your fine man, your valet, that is to treat 
you with compliments, and Iſe treat him with as ſound. 
a rib-roaſting as eyer our noble generals gave his 


© countrymen at Minden; ay, that I will. 


Font. Oh, ho, oh! _ 2 _ [Sebs and roars. 


Enter Luey.. | 


N Goodlack, what is the matter, dear made- 
moifelle? Lou ſcem to be in moſt piteous was 
— 


| [ Flies at bim. 
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For goodneſs ſake, Nicodemus, what have you done 
to poor mademoſſelle ? 

Nic. Why, nothing at all, Mrs. Lucy, and Ife forry 
for it: Thoſe damned furbeloes and flounces about 
her heels there have ſaved her beacon, or I'd have 
trimmed her jacket for her, ay, that I would. | 
Fant. Oh ! he has mada de baddeſt names of me— 
he calla me de ſpectacle, de marjoram—oh, oh 

Lucy. Dear mademoiſelle, do, not take on ſo, though 


it is very affecting really. Come, Mr. Nicodemus, 


pray aſk mademoiſelle's pardon 3; come, kiſs and be 
friends, do now. a | 
Me. Ife aſk her pardon! Iſe kifs her! not I truly 
Iſe juſt as ſoon hug en hedgehog. Let her be glad 
ſhe was not a mon, and go off quietly with what ſhe 
has gotten. _ Fi bo [ Exit... 
Lucy. Come, dear mademoiſeHe, walk in with me z 
your nerves ſeem mightily affected, and I have got 
fome excellent hartſhorn, which 1 hope will compoſe 
Qu. 15 

5 Font. Oh, de bete, de monſter !  [Exeunt, 


8 CEN E IV. 
Diſcovers LadyFrankland at her toilet, reading. 


La. Frank. *© Where thought meets there, ere from 
the lips they part, * 

And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart, 
This ſure is bliſs, if bliſs on earth there be : 

Heigh ho! why cannot | repeat the reſt? Dear un- 
happy Eloiſe; but oh! far more unhappy lady Frank- 
tand! She had experienced thofe trantports ſhe ſo fee 
ingly deſcribes, whilſt I, unhappy I, with all the ten- 
derneſs of fond affections glowing in my breaſt, was 
doomed to the embraces of a marble ſtatue! Surely 
my glaſs deceives me, or I might well inſpire that ar- 
dent love which lifts us to the ſkies upon its ſeraph's 
* Cruel parents, was it for you I wedded! you 
choſe, indeed, a man of worth and honour for me: O, 
the rare gift! but to become once weary of a faultleſs 
perſon, is to be doomed to laſſitude for life. This 


furely is ſevere l Enter 
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Enter Emilia. | 


Emil. Upon my word, lady Frankland, you will 
- ſpoil thoſe fine eyes of yours with conſtant poring ; 

and then, I fear you will become ſo very, very wiſe 
too, that our beaux won't be able to converſe with you, 
and we ſhall abſolutely be deſerted by every creature 
but the grave Sir William Belville, who, | believe, 
reads a little, and the ſagacious counſellor Frankland, 
learned in the laws. 

La. Frank. 1 aſſure you. Emilia, I almoſt with I had 
never learnt wy letters; for the delicate and refined 
ſentiments which books have inſpired me with, have 
only ſerved to diſguſt me with almoſt all mankind. 

Emil. And yet you would have me read and figh, 
and weep over a parcel of doletul devils, who, ten to 
one, never exiſted, nor is it a farthing matter whether 
255 — did or no. Not I truly; if knowledge is to 

make me unhappy, I am ſure tis wiſdom to remain in 
1 and 1 heartily with dame Eve had thought 

O £00. ö | | 
La. Frank. Yet you loſe valt pleaſure, Emilia: 

Emil. Grant it; you muſt allow that J eſcape 
much pain: And I am perſuaded, that your ladyſhip 
might have been as happy with lord Frankland as any 
woman in England, if your ideas had not been perverted 
and diſturbed by an heap of vile romantic traſh. 

La. Frank. No, Emilia, it was impoſſible. But let 
me not accuſe my lord for this; my ill ſtars only were 
to blame. +2 | 

Emil. | Bleſs me, what had ſtars to do in that 
_ _ caſe ?—unleſs you mean ſtars and garters ; and I dare 

ſay his lordſbip might eafily have obtained a red rib- 
bon at feaſt, if that could have rendered you happy. 

+ ka./Frank. My dear. wild girl, you have wandered 
very far from my meaning. hen 1 accuſed my fate, 
in order to excuſe my lord, it was for not having 
afforded me ſome glorious opportunity of manifeſting 
a paſſion for him by ſome noble, generous deed, which 
muſt have extorted his admiration, his gratitude, and 
love. For, to deal candidly, what right had I to have 

t tel 8. > expected 
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expected that lord Prankland ſhould be a paſſionate . 
lover? What facrifice had 1 made him? By what he- 
roic devotement had 1 awakened the ſenfibility of his 
ſoul? Where was the merit -of having obeyed my 
arents, and accepted for an huſband one to whom 
1 could poſſibly have no exception? 

Emil. adeed, my dear lady Frankland, you talk 
ſtrangely, and put me in mind of a young lady of 
my acquaintance, deeply verſed in romance, who, 
with a large fortune, ran away with an enſign ; but 
when they had got clear off, ſhe would not be con- 
tent unleſs he returned and ſuffered her to leap out 
of a window to him: The experiment was made, 
and the poor lady diſeovered, and confined till a more 
ſuitable match could be found out for her. | | 

La. Frank. With which, I ſuppoſe, ſhe was miſera- 
ble for life. Why ſhould love meddle in matches of 
convenience? Oh, ye delights of ſenſible fouls ! charms 
of impaſſioned hearts! where are ye ? alas! in free and 
independent love alone, in the mutual yielding of two 
fond hearts which have beſtowed themſelves ! 

"Emil. Oh, for Heaven's fake, dear lady Frank- 
land, . don't run on at this rate! I vow I am frighten- 
ed leſt you ſhould tempt me to throw away myſelf 
and fortune upon ſome beggar in purſuit of theſe fame 
tranſports, which, after all, 1 do not believe are to 
be found any where but in the heated imagination of 
ſome poet or romance-monger. | A 
La. Frank. L hope that my dear Emilia will experi- 
ence every happineſs which ſhe can wiſh.. I own | 
reproof is Juſt, and I ſhall henceforth avoid any diſ- 
courſe that may elevate your notions to ſuch an height 
as may perhaps make you feel thoſe bitter pangs of 
diſappointment which have been my lot, 
"Emil. My dear lady Frankland, I had not the leaſt, 
idea of your growing ſerious on the ſubject: But luck- 
ily here comes company to divert it. 1 have ſome 
letters. to write, and ſhall return the moment they 
S 7. RT 
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Enter Lady Fanſhaw, Clarinda, and Sir Harry Wilmot. 


L. Fan. Joy to my dear lady Frankland, joy to the 
world of love and gaiety. | 

Clar. Joy to the lovers of liberty, that you have re- 
covered yours. | : 
La. Frank. I thank you, ladies, for your congratula- 
tions; but as yet I confeſs 1 do not ſee of what great 
advantage this ſame boaſted liberty will be of to me. 
I have really no purſuits to follow, no inclinations. to 
indulge, that need reſtraint; and to become one's own 


miſtreſs, at my age, is, 1 think, a thing rather to be 


feared than wiſhed. | | : 

Sir Har. Why truly, madam, yours is a critical fitu- 
ation. But what is female liberty, after all, but a name? 
For a fine woman can never enjoy it but in the moment 
ſie renounces it; and it is only worth preſerving in or- 
der to part With it to good purpoſe. 

L. Fan. I am aſtoniſhed, Sir Harry, to, hear you 


preach ſuch abſurd doctrine: Lady Frankland. is very | 


young ; her ignorance is therefore pardonable ; but. 
give me leave, who have been my own miſtreſs theſe 
ten years, to inftru& her ladyſhip in the charms and, 
uſe of liberty, and I fancy ſhe will find there is ſome- 
thing in them more than a name. Pg IT 160 
Sir Har. Madam, I bow to your ſuperior judgment, 
and muſt confeſs I do not know a more experienced. 
— to all the paths of pleaſure. Lou and the gay 
.larinda here would have made notable prieſteſſes were 
the myſteries of the Bona Dea now in vogue. But, 
madam, [to lady Frankland] I would not have your 
ladyſhip diſcouraged by what I have ſaid with mus. 
ti liberty, for tis, doubtleſs, a moſt delightful thing 
to de fre. ene eee en 
L. Fan. True, Sir Harry, provided one knows how 
to uſe that freedom; but to run gadding about the 
world, without meaning or deſign, is certainly a groſs 
abuſe of it. # #4 MN" r ui 
Sir Har. Abſolute proſtitution of our greateſt bleſ- 
- ing.—But, in my opinion, there is but one meaſure 
for your ladyſhip to purſue ; to chooſe a Fes con- 
8 uQar,. 


a 


- 
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duQor, and leave the reſt to him. A perfon endowed 
with your ladyſhip's beauty, and delicacy of ſentiment, 


muſt ſurely have the choice of many. 


[ Bowing affefedly to ber. 

La *Frank. There lies the difficulty, Sir Harty. 
When they who wiſhed my happineſs as ardently as I 
can do, whoſe judgment and experience were far ſu- 
perior to mine, have erred, what have I not to fear, 
even in the choice of a mere ſentimental friendſhip, 


which is all * ſituation can admit of ? 
Sir Hay. Your ladyſhip means, I ſuppoſe, in choo- 


| ſing lord Frankland for your huſband. 


Car. I ſwear, for my part, I ever thought it an 
ill-ſuited match. | 

Sir Har.. Why, he is really a good ſort of man, and 
ſenſible enough too. but unhappily wants taſte ; not 
at all cut out for diſcovering the elegant and refined 
charms of your ladyſhip's mind. Beſides, really the 
deſire of pleaſing an huſband is in general ſo very lan- 
guid; that a fine woman ſeldom exerts her moſt amia- 
ble qualities towards him, To charm, to conquer, 
ſhe reſerves for other eyes and other hearts than his. 
La. Frank. Indeed, Sir Harry, I ſhould look upon 
myſelf as highly culpable if that had been my caſe. 

y utmoſt wiſh was to inſpire lord Frankland with 
the moſt delicate paſſion : How I have failed 1 know 
not. 3 oe 
La. Fan. Oh, the ſweet plaintive turtle! Come, 
come, my dear, lord Frankland is a reaſonable crea- 
ture ; he leaves you at liberty. 4 
Sir Har. And you would be unworthy of ſuch ra- 
tional treatment, ſhould you ſquander ſq great a'trea-” 
ſyre in idleneſs or diſſipation. vs 

La. Frank. I am not much afraid of falling into 
either of theſe extremes, Sir Harry. 


Enter Emilia. 


Emil. Was there ever ſo rude a monſter as that 
Chatrles Frankland ! I met him in the  ante-chamber, 
and made him as civil a curteſy as any third couſin 


could poſſibly do, and the bear came up to me, whipt 
| me 
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me about the neck, and kiſſed me with the ſame ruftis 

freedom he uſed to do at my father's in Wales, when. 

be came circuit with the judges, and dined at our 

| houſe. 

E Clar, Oh, poor Emilia! ha, ha, ha! 
Emil. Do, ſettle my tucker, Clarinda. 


Enter Mr. Prankland. 


| 80, Sir, you have followed me, | ſee. 58 
| Mr. Frank. He muſt be a dull hound, indeed, who 
could be found at a fault in ſo ſhort a courſe. I am 
glad to ſee your ladyſhip [#9 lady Franbland]. 
Sit Har. I find your ladyſhip ſo much engaged with 
the croud which ſurrounds you, that I ſhall for the 
| preſent take my leave; but as I have ſomething of im- 
| portance to communicate to you, I intreat you will 
11 allow me the honour of waiting on you this evening, 
when the company may be ſeated at cards, and I may 
JI have the felicity of entertaining your ladyſhip apart. 
La. Frank, I ſhall be glad to fee you, Sir Harry. 


75 | (Exit Sir Harry. 
Mr. Frank. I doubt it not Ct]. x 
La, Frank. Well now, my dear giddy Emilia, what 
is this terrible diſaſter which you complain of? 
Mr. Frank. Why, madam, all I know of the mat- 
ter is, that my couſin ſeems offended at my being glad 
l to lee her. | +041 
| Emil. Not ſo neither, Mr. Charles; but you 
3 need not drag one's cloaths off, as you uſed to do. 
Beides, I am not ſo great a romp as I was, and had 
not my hair drefſed then, I am ſure he has diſconcert- 
ed it mightily ; has not he, lady Fanſhaw ? 
= La. Lan. Not much, my dear. 
La. Frank. This fracas will ſoon be made up, I 
imagine. Mr, Frankland, you'll do me the pleaſure 
of your company to dinner. Come, ladies. | 
Mr. Frank. I ſhall attend your lady. [ Exeunt all 
but Mr. Frankland.] An aſſignation made fo publicly 
I think I never ſaw. ; it almoſt wears the face of inno ; 
cence from indiſcretion. I his is a rare place to ſeek a 
wite in! I think I had better play Sir Harry's game, 
| and 
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and look out for an intrigue. Ay, ſurely, were it the 
woman only that I ſought: but, in that caſe, the for- 
tune is as transferable as the laſs, and 1 would not give 
ſix-pence for the latter without the former. Lib. 


LIFE IL IEG III ILY 
ACT H. SCENE I. 


Lady Frankland's houſe. Mr. Fx AHA 
4 and EMILIA, | 


EMILIA. 


E L L, Mr. Frankland, now that you have drawn 
me from the company, prithee what is this 
mighty important buback you nen had to com- 
municate to me? 

Mr. Frank. i ag dear Emilia be b coat 
ſuch. a crue} queſtion 

Emil. I declate I am not in the lead cold. ; 1 think 
the weather rather wacm for the ſeaſon: and as to eru- 
elty,"'tis a moſt unjuſt charge, for I vo never hurt 
any thing in my life, no, not a fr. 

Mr. Fraud. How can you trifle thats. e wan 1, alarh 
Emil. Nay, but it is you that trifle; and deg you 

will not detain me; for I am ſure the company within 
will ſit doun to loo in five minutes, and: I wauld nat 
loſe my place at the table for any conſideration ; there» 
fore, if you have any thing to ſay, ſpeak, wite, wits, 
as Fontange fays. 
Mr. Frust. Since | find, madam, that you. cannot 
with patence ſpare: a few minutes to ane whoſe 
hour of lite is devoted to you, I ſhall notitrefpaſyon 
vou longer, bur leave you, madam, ta more agreeable 
avocations. [ Gang. 

Emil. No, fame yau ſhall not make a fool of me 
Wb I am fure 3 Frankland will aft what _ 


— — — = 0 
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neſs you had with me, therefore do, pray do, tell it me 
directly. 

Mr. Frank. If my eyes have not already made the too - 
preſumptuous declaration, then let my tongue avow 
it——Emilia, I adore ou. 

Emil. Ha, ha, ba! and is that the mighty ſecret la- 
bouring in your breaſt ? Why, my good couſin 
Charles, you ought certainly to be a great wit, for you 


really have a very bad memory, and feem utterly to 


forget that you have told me the Tame ſtory, by night 
and by day, an hundred times at leaſt within theſe three 


years, and that I have always received this pompous 


declaration juſt as I do at preſent Ha, ha, ha! 

Mr. Frank. I am extremely unhappy, madam, to 
find that the moſt important concern of my life ſhould 
become a matter of ridicule and mirth to you. But 
though you cannot feel for others, let your own dan- 
ger awaken your ſenſibility : You ſland at preſent on 
the brink of ruin, and have no other _ of ſafety, 
that I can ſee, but theſe arms, to take refu 

Eil. Then ſure my caſe is deſperate Seed. But 
what danger, Sir, what ruin, am I threatned with? 

Mr. Fran. With one of the greateſt misfortunes that 
can poſſibly befal an innocent young woman—the loſs 
of reputation, madam. . |' 

Emil. My character, Sir, is far abqre the reach of 
malice, nor has the wages of flander ever yet pro- 
nounced by name. 


Mr. Frank, It will not jeog beben then; be aſſured 


of it, aſſociated as yeu now are with perſons whoſe 
characters have been ſo long m that ſcandal has 
forgot their. names. 4. 

_ Emil. I neither know nor own ſuch vile acquain- 
tance ; but if you would not have me think you worſe, 


far worſe than thoſe you have deſcribed, : ſpeal out di- 


realy-;-name; them to me, Sir, nor like a baſe aſſaſſin 


attempt to wound thoſe by night you mo not look upon 
| by day. 


Mr. Frank. My dear Emilia, you are young, and do 
not ſee through the artifices.of that vile woman. 
Emil. What woman? Sure you dare not hint it! G 
r. 
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Mr. Frank, Lady Frankland i 
© Emil. An angel. A 
Mr. Frank. I fay, a fallen one. 

"Emil. Oh, thou art one, and of the blackeſt dye! 
She vile, ſhe artful! thou art a monſter but to think 
it. Her wind and perſon are as pure as mountain-ſnow, 
which the ſun's beams have never glanced upon. 

' Mr. Frank. This is prodigious fine, very poetical 
truly. But now, my dear Emilia [taking her band]. 

Emil. Stand off; there's poiſon in your touch as in 
your ſpeech. 

Mr. Frank. Are you then deaf, as well as blind? 
Were jou not preſent this morning when ſhe gens 
gave an aſſignation to Sir Harry Wilmot? her bed- 
chamber, I ſuppoſe, will be the ſcene. 

Emil. Sir, I command you filence ; let not your ve- 
nomed tongue offend my ears with ſuch baſe, ſuch vile 
ſuggeſtions, 

Mr. Frank. You bid me ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me 
out. Is not the grave Sir William Belville ever ſighing at 


her feet, with twenty coxcombs more, who in their 


turns ſhall hope, nor hope in vain. 

Emil. Leave me, Sir; I deſire you'll leave me. 55 
Mr. Frank. No, my lovely Emilia, I cannot, will not 
leave you: I will defend you, even againſt yourſelf. I 
have ſhewn you the precipice on which you ſtand ; let 
me now point out the path to happineſs and ſafety. 
This vile lady Frankland: F * x 

. „ TE IRR 
Mr. Frank. Can never think of returning back to her 
huſband again; and, in failure of lawful iſſue, you 
know I am his heir; therefore no deſpicable match for 

my Emilia. | 

Eni. Thou art indeed the moſt deſpicable, meaneſt 
wretch that lives. 80, fir, the ſource of this polluted 
ſtream at length appears: You have traduced one inno- 
cent Woman to entrap another. But know, that were 
you. this moment, what I hope you never will be, in 
poſſeſſion of lord Frankland's wealth and honours, and 
that Emilia had not a ſhilling in the world, ſhe a 
f | 1. 

* ” Is 


4s Treat big boke; den may be, de x; ghi miſs En 
he come in,. whip away de; boke, and fifprate-a, pra 
to her till we no want candle to go.to, bed. But 1 55 
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fly you with the ſame deteſtation and contempt ſhe does 
at preſent. And fo, my lord Would-be, adieu. [Exit. 
Mr. Frank. I fear I have over-ſhot the mark. 1 
thought to have frightened the little Welch puſs with 
the cry of ſcandal. opening again! her, and that ſhe 
would have taken cover in my arms, But faith. ſhe is a 
ſtout one, — is worth ſcampering after the whole cir- 
cumference of her. eftate ; and, by fair os foul means, 
| will yet bunt her down: 5 
& Enter Fontange. 
Serviteur, mademoiſelle. = * <LI 
Fart. Oh, your honour's tres humble ſervante; com- 
ment ſe porte Mr. Padrick, your honour's Iris lervi- 
teur? he never a come to ſee us ſince a we ſeave Par- 
liamentacy ſtreet. Oh, he be de inconſtant varlet! 
Mr. Frau. I ſhall take care. to chide him for it, ma- 


demoiſelle, and fend him to wait upon you directly. 


Font. Oh, your honour maka me very, very glad 
I.do like Mr. Padrick dearly, he be 10 very coxcomical 
be maka me laugh ; and then. he maka de plays vid de 
kiſſes in it. Oh, it was very, very ſweet . be, 

Mr. Frank Well, mademoiſelle, Patrick ſhall. certain; 
ly refreſh_ your lips With ſome of thoſe {weet kiſſes 
again, But. tell me, how do you like your manne; of 
living fince your removal to Pall-Mall? J ſuppoſe you 
are quite happy here without a maſter. 
Font. Oh, point de tout, not at all. My lady he 


keep'a de very bad hour; pauvre len 


up for ber lady. I am ſure me look a de vizard: for 
Want of de fleep. ws e 4 4115 N. | . oY I {MF 
Mr. Frank, How happens. that, 'mademoiſelle ? what 
— e , . 
Font. Why ſhe have a de companie dat ſtay with her 
tometime till one or two, 0'clok z, den ſhe go up to ner 
chambre; dere ſhe ſit down to Feb. 12 to, read a de 
laughing mils Emilie 


of your honour's pardon: [ have à de lettre to my la 
from Sit Harry Wilmot. Woh 127 ty 
Mr. Frank. Serviteur, mademoiſelle, Proceed in 
your vocation. Qu Fon:. 


— 
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es Fiont. Vour tres tumble. —— Pray ſouvenez- mon- 
it. feur Padti cx. d 4-4 DION 

1 Mr. Frank. A letter from Sir Harry! What then, his 
th ſtomach does not ſerve, or perhaps he thinks the treat 


he will keep cold. I am ſorry for it. I wiſh” he or the 
A Devil had her. I know not what to think of ber. I 
ir- greatly fear ſhe may be honeſt. But if I can eontrive 
1s, any method to ruin her in lord Frankland's opinion tis 
quite equal, and ſhe may then remain as chaſte as ſhe 

pleaſes for me. This French woman may be of uſe: 

h She certainly knows her lady's ſeerets; and it will be 
n- very extraordinary if an Engliſhman's gold and an 1riſti- 
vi- mans's kiſſes may not be able to open the lock of that 
u- curious repoſitory. She may aſſiſt i my deſign on Emi- 
lia too, whom I am determined to have, were it only to 
gratify my pique. FT. 1:2 11281 [Exil. 


A drawing room in Lady Frankland's hauſe,, 

Lady Frankland, Lady Fanſhaw, Clarinda, 
and Sir William Belville, . ſeated at a'card- 
R e 


La. Frank. The pool is out, and my cards are really 
ſo diſagreeable, that I am tired of playing. I wiſh Emi- 
lia would come and take them. Fanta an TON 
ee 11977 £17902 eee eee ee ee 
Will you play, Emilia? ane gde B 
Exil. No, madam; I would rather be 
preſent, | 28 a0, 
er Sir. Jil. Then we have done, if your ladyſhip plea- 
der ſes, and I am glad of it; for I confeis I think that play. 
among friends, is a moſt ſhameful miſemploymeſt of 
time, and that cards appear properly in the hands of 
ſharpers only, merely us implements of their trade: 
Clar. For all that, Sir William, cards are à vely 
comfortable reſource ſometimes. 104 2 "Wc 
Emil. Ay, where the company is not large enough 
to make up a country-dance. | 
44 ; B La. 
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La. Fan. Lam, ſure half the people oſ faſhion in Eng- 
land would paſs many a dull evening, nay, perhaps 
ome of them might thang or drowu "themſelves, if it 
Was not for the relief which theſe little innocent paint - 
Ange afford; + [ i. 
La. Frank. I am fo far of Sir William Belville's opi- 
nion, that I think avarice is the true ſource of play; and 
how. perſons of liberal minds and eaſy fortunes, can re- 


<oncile ſo mean a motive ta themſelves, is to me ſurpri- 


TT 3 VEN £4009 nz in | £03 
Sir. #7), There are ſew people, madam, who ate 
truly acquainted with the ſprings of their own actions, 
and many who are actuated by the baſeſt, would be 
Ihouked if they knew them. * 8 
La. Frank. This isa grave ſubject, Sir William; I 
think we grow rather two wiſe. | 
| Emil. Why I really think ſo too, ſo I'll e'en go 
trifle. O Clarinda, ſuch-a capuchin as I ſaw in the 
Park yeſterday.! I will have juſt ſuch another poſitively, 
and will inſtantly'go enter into cloſe conſultation with 
my milliner on this important ſubject. Exit. 
La. Fax. I with Sir Harry Wilmot was here; he 
would enlinen us all. even without cards. 
Clar. You'll not have your wiſh to-night, lady Fan- 
ſhaw—Sir Harry is engaged. 
„La. Fan,,Pritheeiwhere, Clarinda 7 
Juan. At lady Subtleis: He is ſolel/ devoted to her 
for the preſent. Her huſhand is in the country; and I 
dare ſay he would not ſpend this evening from her for 
a nabob's fortune. | iin l wor V7 
La, #as...Ridiculous!/ how can you talk ſo? why he 
bas been in her good graces above this month, which 
is long enopgh, believe me, to ſurfeit him. He has 
Had 3 dozen; amours, at leaſt, within theſe twelve 
Monts. Rege F I n C2 6: 
10 Frank. A. dozen did you (ay, lady Fanſhaw? 
La, Fan, I did indeed; and your lady ſhip may be aſ- 
Aured.I have ſpoken within bound. 
Clar. I dare ſay fo too ; and yet he has behaved with 
Honour to them alli. N 
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_ La, Frank. How you amaze me! with honour faid 
ou ? ] thought till now that conftancy in love had 
na virtue. 

La. Fan, I have met with ſome ſuch muſty end u- 
mong the metaphyſics of old romances ; but the hor len 
of later times have exploded i it long ſince, 1 uſſure your 
lady ſhip. 

Enter Fontange. 

Foit. I humbly beg a mille pardon of your Jadyſhip, 
and of all de ladyſhips, for me entre here ; but Thave 
a beg of Nicodumpus this half-hour to bring a this lettre 
to your ladyſhip ; but he pretend a he do not entendez 
moi, and I am forced to bring it myſelf, for which I 
beg a mille pardon again. 

La. Frank. Give it to me, mademoiſelle. 20 ſhall re- 
turn immediately. [Exit Lady Frankland and Fontange. 

Sir Wil. [Looking after Lady Frankland.] 

Each word, each glance diſcovers ſome new charm, 
And dead, not cold, is he ſhe cannot warm. 

La. Fan. O fye, Sir William ! what a mere whining 
inamorato you are! why don't you ſay all theſe fine 
things to her face? what ſignifies your ſighing them out 
after ſhe has got beyond ear-ſhot ? 

Sir Wil. The delicate and high reſpect I bear toward 
her ladyſhip's unhappy ſituation," muſt ſeal my lips in 


everlaſling ſilence; nor ſhall I ever breathe 14 or 
wilh that may offend n 


La. Fan. and Clar. Ha, ha, ha! 
Clar. And ſo you think ſhe would be offended | Land, 


Sir William, thaugh you are very young, you need not 
pretend to. be quite ſo innocent. Offended! ha, ha, ha! 


| Enter Frankland. 
La. Frank 1 am pleaſed to hear yon ſo merry, ladies. 


Prithee communicate the occaſi on; for I. ſhould be glad 


to try if there be ſympathy in mirth as well as conta- 
gion in ſorrow. Do tell me what you laugh at. 
Sir. Wi. Lady Fanſhaw and. Clarinda, madam, were 


La. Frank, What pray? 
La. Fan. Why, that of all ſimple animals a baſbful 


lover was the moſt ridiculous. 


B 2. La. 
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La. Frank. I believe there are few men, now-a-days, 
ridiculous on that account. I have; indeed, read of 
lovers who have ſighed whole years away, without daring 
to acquaint the happy object with their paſſion. 

Clar. While, perhaps, the pining fair one ſat ſighing, 
in her turn, to waving woods and purling ſtreams, for 
him again. Ha, ha, ha! = 
La. Frank, That too might have happened, I be- 
lieve, Clarinda. 7 2 | 
La. Fan. And don't your ladyſhip think they were 
a couple of mighty ſilly mortals ? 

Lu. Frank. You know my ſentiments upon that ſub- 
ject already, ladies. | 

Sir Yi]. For my part, I think there is happineſs ſuf- 
ficient in the bare loving of an amiable object. 

Clar. What, without any hope or deſire of a return? 

Sir Wil. It is impoſſible to diveſt a lover of the fond 
hope of being pitied, at leaſt, by the object he adores ; 
and while he confines his wiſhes within that bound he 
is indeed a lover: but when he vainly thinks his ſervi- 
ces ſhould merit a reward, perhaps inconſiſtent with the 
honour or happineſs of the beloved object, ſelf. love aſ- 
ſumes the place of paſſion, and it no longer deſerves 
.even the name. PS 4g 
La. Fran. Upon my word, Sir William, I am charm- 
ed with the elegant and juſt deſcription you have given 
of love, and am rejoiced to find the dear idea ſtill 
Exiſts in. any breaſt beſides my o.õm. 

Sir il. They muſt be inſenſible, indeed, who could 
have had the happineſs of converſing with your ladyſhip, 
without being, in ſome degree, inſpired by that delica- 
cy and refinement which accompany all your words 
and actions; and if I have been able to conceive or ex- 
© preſs proper ſentiments of the nobleſt paſſion, [ own 
myſelf indebted for them to my knowledge of lady 
Frankland. 1 
La, Fan. ¶ Aide to Clarinda.] This goes on ſwim- 
mingly ; let us leave them together ; I dare ſay they 
wish us gone, Clarinda.—[ Te Lady Frankland.] We 
mult bid your ladyſhip good evening: Clarinda and [ 
| are 


golden age again reſtored to me! 
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are under an engagement to meet lady Rattle and ſome 
other company at Vauxhall. . 
[Sir William Soros 1 Lady Frankland at the ſame 
time, as taking leave: 
Clar. You are not coming with us, Sir William ? 
Sir Wil. No, madam, but I think it time alſo to re- 
tire. I wiſh your ladyſhip good night. | 
Clar. Stupid fellow! I would not have gone away 
theſe two hours if 1 had thought ſo. fa. | 
rennt all but Lady Frankland. 
Lady Frank. Sir William Belville is really a very a- 
reeable and polite man. Oh, if lord Frankland had 
Lin capable of his refined, his delicate ſentiments of 
love, how happy had I been! this were indeed the 
But let me ſee 
once more what ſays the gay Sir Harry? [Taker out a 
letter and reads.) | 
„Madam, N | | 
« ] am —_ deſpair at loſing the moſt precious mo- 
ments of my life ; but company have broke in upon me, 


and prevented my laying my devoirs at your feet. What 


would J not give to eſcape from them! but, unluckily, 
they are perſons of the firſt condition, and I cannot 
therefore taſte of happineſs till to-morrow. I. moſt ear- 
neſtly conjure dear lady Frankland to abridge ſome 
hours of cruel and diſtracting abſence. by permitting me 
to attend her levee at the toilet : *Till then I have the 
honour to be 
Her ladyſhip's moſt paſſionate adorer, 
H. Wir nor.“ 
Vain coxcomb ! is this then the important buſineſs he 
had to communicate to me ?- But I will ſee him to mor- 
tity the inſolence of his preſumption.  — BY gs 
Enter Emilia. _ | N 
Emil. Pray what is your ladyſhip ruminating ſo ve- 
ry ſeriouſly upon ? Er 3 N 
La. Frank. I have much to think of, Emilia; but I 


' Promiſed you this morning, you may remember, to con- 


fine my ideas to my own breaſt. I fancy you, look | 
grave too: what, has Mr. Frankland boiſterouſly pre- 
B 3 _- -*- ſumed 


— 
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ſumed to kiſs your hand, or neglected to take up your 
fan when you dropt it on e for him? or 
Emil. No ſuch matters, I aſſure your ladyſhip. Yet 
he has indeed furniſhed/ me with'a very copious fabject 
for contemplation. But. | 
La. Frank. I claim no right over your ſecrets, my 
dear; and from the good opinion I have formed of your 
character, I dare fay you may be ſafely truſted with the 
keeping of them yourſelf. _ But, as I moſt fincerely wiſh 
Four happineſs, I muſt ſay, that I think you would 
have a better chance for it with any other man than Mr. 
Frankland: There is a reſerve, even in his gayeſt man- 
ners, that ſeems to ſquint ſuſpicion, A 
| Emil. I am ſo far of your ladyſhip's opinion, that 
| I promiſe you Mr. Frankland ſhall never have it in his 
power to render me unhappy. But let us talk no more 
upon fo diſagreeable a ſubſect. I have juſt got the laſt 
new ſong, that your ladyſhip ſeemed fond of: will you 
ſtep nto-the next room, and hear it with the harpſichord ? 
La. Frank, With all my heart. [Exeunt, 


þ 4 1 - CENE III. 

Mr. Frankland's chambers in the Temple. | 
Mr. Frankland „ing. Enter Patrick with 

- $678) rp g84 a letter. © 48 


Mr. Frank. You have ſtaid a confounded while; but 
W | I ſuppoſe you waited for an anſwer——Give it to me. 
Patr. Fait, and if I had done that, myſelf would not 
have been here ſo ſoon itſelf ; for how could mifs Emi- 
lia give an anſwer to a letter ſhe would not read unleſs 
the was a conjurer or a witch? p | 

Mr. Frank. Not read my letter! 

. Patr. Not ſhe indeed; ſhe ſcorned the motion, 
| though mademoiſelle palavered her at the greateſt rate, 
and faid ſhe was ſure it muſt be very pretty, when it 

would come from the young concealer ; but madam 


| - Emilia the faid me would not pry into the concealment 
* "$4 S352 33 C 1 that 
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that is, ſhe would not break the ſeal I tuppoſe. Aug, 
the is very witty! : 

Mr. Frank. Leave your onfential pate, and be 

one. 
: Patr. Well, there is your letter for you again, fafe 
and ſound ; not abit worſe than when you gave it me— 
O yes, fait, it has got a little greaſe in my pocket, but 
that's no great ſignify, it will 1 body wel he- 
nough fl. Shall T carry it to Mrs. Suſan Taper; in 
Threadneedle-ſtreet Þ may be it would bid het bring 
home the ſhifts, if ſhe is able to anne 50 
load your honour has given her already. 

Mr. Frank: Bockbead, give me "the: letter.” [Taker N 
ae | 

Paty. Fait, that's very foolifh now. I am bra your: 
honour was:a full hour a-writing it 3 and tt du y 
throw it away for ? 

Mr, Frank, Leave: the room. [Exit Patrick.] The 
inſdlence of this proud girl diſtracts mes I fear Lam 
on the brink of x my fortune mortgaged for more- 
then it is warth: z my honour _pawhed at play ; and, 
what is worſe, my credit ſunk with her who was to: 


have redeemed them all l ſhould the acquazat lord Frank- 


land with what b have ſaid of bis wife, his fooliſh fond 
neſs for her honour may make him eaſt me of bath: from 
his heart and fortune. Beggary, contempt; and infamy 
Rare in my face: I muſt find out fome means to avoid 
their frowns, or elſe eſcape: from them by the help of 4 


piſt ol: but as that is at any time in my power, FH make 


one effort more before I draw the trigger, and and deſerve 
death, at leaſt, „ e 115 ta Wal) 9114 
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break, if ſhe ſuſpected t 


— 


AC 48,” SCENE L 


gr 4a 5 * e Frankland's arefh Ing- room. 


1 5 \ Enter Lord F rankland reading. 


f 0 e chear'd by other n 

Sfx: In'wain the wretched exile runs; 

2 $61 Or tho he mount the rapid ſteed, 
Care follows with unerring ſpeed.” I 
How ſtrongly do I feel the force of this ſentiment 


in my own breaſt! I hoped the opening charms of the 


ſoft breathing ſpring, would have removed my languor ; 
I grew ſick of the country in a few hours, and I ſhall 


probably be tired of London in as ſhort a ſpaces 


a1'T. £45494; Fuer Ambroſe. - | 
Amb. T hope I ſee your lordſhip in (good health 3 | 
your-ſudden return has alarmed me. 

L. Frank; 1:thank you, Ambroſe ; but I am as well 
as ever I expect to be! 

- Amb. My deareſt lord; you break my heart to hear 
you talk ſo ſadly. If your old ſervant gueſſes right, 
your malady is lore—Love for the ſweeteſt, beſt of 
women, your lordſhip's wife. Oh J ſne is all made up 
of gentleneſs andigeneroſity ! I wonder, indeed I do, 
how you could have the heart to part with her, indeed 
1 do, my lord. T 

EL Frank. Full well I know her exquiſite perfections, 


| Ambroſe, and admire them all. But with a heart that 


loy'd as mine did, how could I bear daily. to be re- 
prone oached with want of tenderneſs and paſſion for her! 
I found it impoſſible to act up to her romantic notions ; | 
and as I could not make her happy, I determined 
not to make her wretched, tho tis too ſure that ſhe 
has rendered me ſo. . 
Amb.. I am certain, lord, her gentle heart would 
* you grieved for her. She 
ever has received your poor old ſervant with the great 


eſt kindneſs, and made me even fit down before — 
| when 


- 


LAH 
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when ſhe thought that I looked feeble or fatigued, 
while ſhe inquired minutely of your. lordſhip's health. 
Then let me go to her, and tell her what I am ſure 
your lordſhip thinks, I know ſhe will hear me, indeed 
ſhe will—-Oh! on my knees I beg that I may be the 
bleſſed meſſenger of peace, the happy cauſe of your 
re-union ! | | 

L. Frank. I command you not to attempt it. [The 
pride of manhood and of love forbid it : could I haye 


condeſcended to have whined and ſighed before her, 


we never ſhould have parted ; but ſince that has hap- 
ned, nothing but a full conviction of the injury the 
bas done my love, ſhall ever make us meet again. 
Mean time, I will watch over her, like her guardian 
angel, and ſhield her from each wrong, or violence, 
ſhe brings not on herſelf. Should that e er happen, my 
care is at an end.] [ Afide.] Go, Ambroſe, and inquire 
her health, and let Emilia know I ſhould be glad to ſee 
her. But for your life, breathe not a ſyllable of what 
has paſt. 1 1 8 
Amb. I will obey your lordſhip, tho! tis the firſt ſe-. 
vere command you ever laid upon me. | 
L. Frank. You will find me. in the library. 1 
 [Exeunt ſe verally. 


8. C ENA M 
Lady Frankland's dreſing room- 


Lady Frankland juft riſen from dreſſing. Fon- 
tange /e/tiing the toilet. wat 

Enter Sir Harry, and exit Fontange. 
Sir Har. Bright as the ſun, and as the morning fair! 
Eh, ma charmante! what an amazing freſhneſs. of 


_ complexion! what a (profuſion, of lovely hair! upon 


my ſoul, lady Frankland, you are vaſtly handſome. 
La. Frank. I am glad to ſee: you in ſuch top ſpirits, 


Sir Harry. I ſuppoſe them the effect of your laſt 


night's party. „ i * 


hs % 
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Sit Har. Laſt night—Let me conſider, where was l 

laſt night? Oh the curſed embarras du monde ! which 

prevented my 4 . on your ladyſhip. I have a vaſt 
ru, 


and renounce the world at once. 
Should not you like to be a ſhepherdeſs now? 
La. Frank. O vaſtly! with ſuch a faithful ſwain. 
Sir Har. Egad, and ſo I am. Conſtancy is, I think, 


my greateſt foible, at preſent. — Tis apt to wear out 


a mittreſs's patience. 

La. Frank. Then lady Subtle may boaſt of her 
charms, if they have been powerful enough to fix 
the lively, roving, Sir Harry Wilmot. | 

Sir Har, Lady Subtle! why you know, ma chere, 
her charms are in the wane, abſolutely expiring — 


We have been old acquaintance, and it would have 


been cruel in me to have refufed her the ſhadow of 
an amour, when the is ſo very near becoming a ghoſt. 
Fatt glad to find the is jealous. [ Afide. 
Frank. Is ſhe in a bad ſtate of health, Sir Harry? 

Sir Har, O, by no means, ſhe is as fat and florid 
as any woman in England of her age, which I be- 
lieve is near forty, | 75 * 


La. Frank. "where is the danger then, of 1er 
by. ok ger t 


becoming a 


Sir Har. Helas, ma chere innocente ! don't you meet 


a thouſand ghoſts in every public place? Bodies with- 


out ſouls, who have haunted the world ſo long, that 
they are worn out of every one's remembrance, and 


might glide in and out, without ever being taken 


notice of, if it were not for the ſpace they occupy. 


Haye you never been joſtled by a fat red ghoſt, in 


the box lobby of the playhouſe, ot at the puppet · 


| ſhow caſcade at Vauxhall ? ha! ha! ha! 


I. Frank. As they differ in every reſpect from ſpi- 
tits, I ſhould never have thought of ſtiling them ghoſts, 
tho, as you have explained it, I own the term is apt 


enough ; yet 1 fancy that Hark would do ftill better, 

as fomeauthors have lately uſed them merely to make 

vp bulk, aud uff lites volume: 

Sir Har. I vow, madam, your ladyſhip has an infi- 

; uſty of wit, as well as peauty. But now, 2 | 
ear 
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dear lady Frankland, what do you. ſeriouſly mean te 
do with ——— both # 

La. Frank. 1 do not find myſelf overburthen'd with 
either of thoſe rare qualities, Sir Harry; but if I 
' ſhould, I muſt een lock out for ſome -natured 
, perſon, who will be kind enough to aſſiſt me in bear- 
Ing the load. 

- . | Sir; Har. Ay, now, your ladyſhip talks reaſon. Mu- 
tual offices are the very bands of ſociety. And among 

the croud of adorers, who. bow before your Ie. | 

have you yet fixed on one whom you. think equal to 

ſo bleſt a change? I may be impertinent—Your lady 

ſhip's bluſhes ſeem to hint as much. 

La. Frank, No, Sir Harry, a heart like. mine has 
nothing to diſguiſe If I bluſhed, it was not ſhame, - 
but pride, that glowed upon my cheek, from the flight 
notion you ſeem to have conceived of me, that among 
the trifling characters which frequent my drawing 
room, there could be found one ne ot attaching 
my confidence, or regards. 
Sir Har. Why, that is yalily, 4 now, when 
there are ſuch. a number of ood Vi fellow Ki who de- 
dicate-theis, ſervices to your ladyſhap. hat pains 
ſhe takes to ſhew me ſhe is aol 5 [ Hfige. 

La. Frank, It would be the height of vanity in me, 

to ſet down their vints to my o account, Sir 1 
he 1 am bleſt with a companion in any houſe, 

mind is free, and perſon diſengag d, where "ik 
charm that can attract in both, unite in my Emilia. 

Sit Har. Faith I ha ve always heard yaur ladyſhip 
[reckoned a. little romantic, but never. believed it till 
now. Emilia ! Why we know her price is matrimony, 
to become à property for life, egad. And ſure. ng 
man of {pirit would condeſcend to fuch i terms, unlels 
with a view to,lard Erankland's.cixcumfiances, = 

bas Frank. Sir, you grow inſolent. 
Sit Har, Low 1 did not mean it, and alk a thou 
ſand pardons—but ſurely, madam, with that blaue, 
that glow of youth and beauty which ſurt ounds vou, 
it is impoſſible you ſhonld think of living diſeng- gd! 
Were the Heſperian fruit | planted in our ftree:s, it 
would require ten dragons do ſecure it. Alas! you 
have not one. La. Frank. 
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Ia. Frank. In this imminent danger, what think you 
If my appointing ſuch an excellent guardian as Sir . 
Harry Wilmot F ha! ha! bat © | 
Sir Har. You may gibe if you pleaſe, madam, but 
certainly ſhould” be the very thing, if I were not ſo 
EN engag d. Lord, what ſhall I do for means to get 
tee Is | 
La. Frank. Pray do-net give yourſelf the leaft trouble 
upon that account, Sir Harry; for tho' I am, as you 
obſerved, à litt e romantic, I have not bravery ſuffici- 


ent to turn knight errant; and I muſt ſurpaſs even the 


renowned Don Quixote, ſhould I think of encountering 
the numerous hott of rivals which your attachment 
might en rage. hex r 
Sit Har. No, madam, your ladyſbhip is miſtaken, there 
— not a vaſt number, ho at this time lay claim to my 
devoits. | . | | 


La. Frank, O but, Sir Harry, my heart is ſo very ten- | 


der, that 1 ſhould be moved to reſtore you back to the 


groans of lady Subtle, or the firſt ſtalking ſhade of thoſe 


numberleſs hots your cryelty has made, that might 


come to haunt me for you. 
Sir Har. I affure your ladyſhip you are wrong to 


make a jeſt of my behaviour to lady Subtle; there are 


few men of my rank in life, who have either morals, 


or politeneſs,” ſufficient / to pay the leaſt regard to a dy- 


ing reputation. Now, madam, it has ever been my 
principle and practice both, never puflickly-to abandon 
a miſtreſs; and when I have been inſufferably tired of a 


lady, Tthave kept my chamber, and ſeen no company 


for three days together, in order to give her the credit 
of the rupture. But you are not to expect ſuch nice 
morals from the generality of men, I'll aſſure you, ma- 
dam. 0-13 $1 a2 oy 1219136 415 (il 
Lu. Frank; How you amaze'me! is this, Sir Harry, 
what you ſtile morals, principles, politeneſs ! to betray, 
to expoſe a wretched woman ] furely I am in a dream, 
T cannot think myſelf awake. 55 1 
Sir Har. Why truly, madam, I think we are both 
very near taking a nap; we have wandered from the 


1 


Point ſtrangely ; and T-ought to beg your ladyſhip's par- 


- 
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don, for having made ſo improper an uſe of the favour 
you have indulged me in. Eh donc, ma. belle, will 


vou now ſeriouſly fix upon the happy man, who is to 


love and be beloved by you ? 


Ia. Frank. You increaſe my aſtoniſhment every ſylla- 


ble you utter. | * 
Sir Har. She muſt be very ignorant, to be ſo ſubject to 
wonder. op | | Hat. 


La. Frank. I am young, perhaps not inſenſible ; but 
neither my youth nor ſenſibility ſhall ever betray me into 


imprudence. If my affeQions are to be gained, it muſt 


be time, aſſiduity, reflection, the ſoft habitudes of 
friendſhip and eſteem, that muſt obtain them, even with- 
out my choice. | 
Sir Har. I admire you vaſtly, madam, upon my ſoul I _ 
do—— but I have not the honour to be of the antient 
chivalry ; nor had I the leaft notion of your ladyſhip's 
allowing me the happineſs of a tete a tete, merely to aſ- 
ſiſt you in compoſing a romance. Adieu, done, ma 
chere princeſſe, belle heroine, adieu, IA eit. 
La. Frank. Where will my wonder end! Is this the 
man of gallantry, the irrefiſtable Sir Harry Wilmot! 
S rely that woman muſt firſt be a dupe to her own paſ- 
ſons, who could comply with his. Not ſuch the lo- 
vers I have read of, who ſighed whole years in filence; 
nor to the world revealed their bitter anguiſn, their conſu- 
ming pain; the whiſpering woods alone were conſcious 
of their woe, 'till echo caught the ſound, and bore it 
on her dying voice to the beloved far. [Exit 


26-1 e Park, 


Wine 29111 282-58: 4 1 
Sir Wil. Belvi This charming woman fills up all my 
thoughts, my every wiſh is her's, nay my whole ſoul ! 
What delicacy 'of ſentiment, what elegance of form 
and manners! Happy—rather ſay unhappy lord Frank- 

land, whoſe ſure poſſeſſion made him contemn a prize, 


that kings might become civals for. 


* . " 


Enter 


J 


— — 
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4 11 Sir Harry Wilmot. 
Sir Har rave, Sir William? 
Sir Wal. 56 5 Sir Horry, I was oaly thought: 


ful. 


Sir Har. Why curſe we if ever I could diſtiaguiſh be- 


tween thought and gravity, in all my life; and a8 J 
look upon reftexion to be a mere dull mechanic fort of 
tern I have reſolved. never to think, while I 
ve 
Sir Wil. A moſt anal teſalation, truly ! 


Sir Har. But, my dear Sir William, egad I had like 
to have forgot — you are under the higheſt obligation 


to me, this very moment ; and I will de thanked, poſi- 
tively L will. 

Sir Mil. You need but name it, 80 Harry, and reſt 
aſſured of my gratitude. 


Six Har Why then, Sir Knight, I have atchieved 
ſuch a feat in your favour, as you will be tranſported at 


cleared the cover'd way, my boy, and left the de- 


ſile open to you, and you alone. But not to arrogate 


too much, I muſt con feſs that it was pure want of that 
noble ſpirit of perſeverance, which you are . ſo amply 


poſſeſſed of, that made me quit the aſſault; for to lay. 


the truth, I am tolerable enough at a kira, but de- 
viliſh dad at a ſiege. 


Sir Mil. Lou ſpeak in tiddle. Sic Harry, pray explain 


yourſelt, that L may thank you as I ought, _ 
Sir Har. Well then, my dear Belville; thus the mat 


der tand We have both of us, you know, ſighed 


ſor that Clelia, that Caſſandra, that queen of all ro- 
mance, lady Frankland.-+ - , 
Sir Vil. Sir Hatry, lady Franktand has a huſband, 


and 
Sir Har. Sir William, I know-ſhe has, and 


le to Galt in love with another man's wife ?: anſwer 
n — and from vout heart, ay grave Sir William 
i 


b A paſſon in that i place nag ba an hopeleſs 


one, "7 
Y : 


_ 


they 
are parted ; but ſuppoſe they lived together; is it not 
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Sir Hay, Not at all, I aſſure you; for if I would but 
have ſtarved on hope, for a few days, I. might have li- 
ved on certainty, as long as I I'k'd is after. But egad, 
my conſtitution is not ſtrong enough to faſt through a 
lent, though I were ſure to feaſt at the carnival. 

Sir Wil. Sir Harry, I hope tilt I do not underſtand 
you; lady Frankland's character is free from blame. 

Sir Har. And always ſhall be to, for me, I aſſure you; 
but 'to be plain, Sir William, her ladyſhip did me the 
h of an aſſignat ion, this morning, for all that. 

Wil. An aſſignation, Sir Harry! | 

Sir Har. Ay, poſitively, a tEte A téte. 

Sit Vil. Go on, Sir. [Ia a ſurly tone. 

Sir Har. Go on, Sir ! egad I don't know whether 1 
ſhall or no. I fancy I have miſtaken my man, and in- 


| ſtead of talking to my old friend, Will. Belville, have 


ſtumbled on ſome country couſin, who, becauſe he is 
related to her ladyſhip, thinks it incumbent on his ho- 
nour, to vindicate hers Go on, Sir / 

Sir Wil. Diſtraction I torture! [Hide] Sir Harry, I 


= only impatient to know the reſult of this aſſignati- 


r Har. To be ſhort then, het lady ſhip aſſumed all 


the airs of an heroine in romance, talked of conſtancy, 


afhiduity, friendflip, efteem and modeſtly gave me to 
underſtand, that I muſt dangle fome months, at leaſt; 
after her, before ſhe could think of rewarding wy la- 
bour. Hal ha! 

Sir Wi}. But did ſhe promiſe to be kind ppon theſe 
terms, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. Why, not expreſly indeed; but ſure, Bel 
ville, you and I are too well acquainted with the ſex, not 
to-know that a conftant attendance for a fortnight, a few 
warm ſighs, ſome drops of heat diſtilling from the eyes, 
with a volley of flattery planted againſt her ears, would 
have carried this proud princeſs captive, and made her 
fink into my arms. 

Sir il. Sir Harry, notwithſtanding the lightneſs of 

your manners, I have ever believed you to be a man of 

! L * therefore. N that you have 1 
m 
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med this ſtory, purely to try my opinion and regards 
for lady Frankland ; and that on that diſcovery, you will 
freely own the falſehood. | 

Sir Har. The falſehood, Sir ! 

Sir Wil. Yes, Sir to traduce that lady's honour, 
is the baſeſt, meaneſt falſehood. She grant you an aſ- 
ſignation ! 

Sir Har. By heaven, ſhe did. 
Sir Wil. By heaven, tis falſe, and thus I will aſſert it. 
[ Draxgs. 
Sir Har. Nay then, have at you, in defence of truth. 
| | Draws. 
Sir Vil. In defence of honour. [They fight, Sir Harry 
| 7s diſarm d.] 
Enter Clarinda at the fide of the ftage. 
 Clar. Bleſs me ! what's the matter! 
Sir Hay. Sir William, my life is in your hands. 
Sir Wil. Then take it freely. I hope you are not 
hurt. [ Returning his ſword. 
Sir Har. Not much. If you know how to uſe it, 
this adventure will be a vaſt advantage to you. A con- 
quering lover is a treaſure in romance, virtue is her fort, 
but ſentiment her bible. Help me to my chair, tis at 
the park gate, my wound grows painful, and the walks 
begin to fill. Do not boaſt of this affair to any one but 
lady Frankland. 


Sir Vil. Upon my honour, I ſhall not, even to her, 


Sir Harry. | 

Sir Har. Succeſs attend you, you deſerve it. 

Sir Vil. To deſerve is to obtain, Sir Harry; for he 
who founds his ſchemes in honour,. has already ſecured 
to himſelf that ſelf-applauſe which is more precious 
than any other gratification can poſſibly be. 

| [Exeunt, Sir Harry leaning on Sir William. 

Clarinda comes forward. 
_ Clar. © Virtue is her fort, but ſentiment: her foible.” 
That muſt be lady Frankland. Tis very odd, now, I 
have coquetted with half a dozen at once, and have 
been kind to two or three, and yet never had the ho- 
nour of a duel being ſought for me, tho I have endea- 
voured to ſet the men together by the ears, w.th all my 


might; 
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might. But theſe ly, flow things, that have either the 
reality, or appearance of virtue, do fifty times more 
miſchief, than we good natur'd, generous hearted girls 


are capable of doing. Or perhaps our gallants, like our 


nation, love fighting for fighting ſake, without any hopes 
of being paid for it, 
| Enter Emilia. 
Oh Emilia! ſuch a dreadful accident! 
Emil. Bleſs me] what has happened ? 
Clar. A duel between Sir William Belville, and Sir 
Harry Wilmot, | | 
Emil. How did itend ? [with emetion, 
Clar. I fear tis all over, with poor Sir Harry. 
7 * But Sir William, dear Clarinda, what of 
im! | 
Car. So, my little ly one, you are caught, I find 
Emil. Can one hear of bloodſhed, without concern? 
4 But why diſtinguiſh between the combata- 
tantsr . 
Emil. Pſhaw, prithee tell me the whole of this ſtory ? 
Clar, Prithee firſt tell me, whether your emotion a- 
ſes from ſentimest, or paſſion ? X 
Emil. Neither, neither; compaſſion all. 
Clar. Well then, all I know of the matter is, that 


juſt now as | entered the park, I ſaw theſe gentlemen 


both draw their ſwords, and engage; and before I could 
cet up to the place, Sir William had become maſter of 
Sir Harry's ſword. | 

Emil. Were they both wounded ? 

Clar. I cannot inform you, I know Sir Harry was. 

Emil. Surely the provocation muſt have been great 
that could tempt them to draw in the park. I thought 
Sir William had more temper and prudence, Do you 
know. the ſubje& of this quarrel ? 

Clar. I know there was a woman in the caſe, whom 
dare pronounce to be lady Frankland. 

Emil. Impoflible! what right have either of them to 


aſperſe or vindicate her fame? She neither does, nor can 


belong to either of them. 
Clar. That is perhaps the very reaſon why they fought 
about her. A woman in her circumſtances, is looked 

| upon 
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upon as lawful plunder, to which the longeſt ſword 
gives title, * 

El. My dear unhappy friend, I am grieved to the 
heart for her. I was going to viſit lord Frankland, juſt 
acroſs the park, but I ſhall. firſt return to her for a few 


minutes. I intreat, Clarinda, that you will not mention. 


this affair to any mortal. 

Clar. Not I, you may depend upon it. The ſecret 
would burſt me. [Aae] But ſhall 1 ſend to know 
how Sir William does ? | 

Emil. Pſhaw, I hope he is not hurt, with all my 


rt. 
Clar. Farewell, Emilia, [Exit, 
Ar Emilia is going out, fhe is met by Mr. Frank/and. 


Me. Frank, I am fortunate, madam, in meeting you 


in a place, where you cannot avoid me. 
Emil, 'You are much miſtaken, Sir, if you think it is 


not what I would wiſh to do in every place. | 
Mr, Frank, I have no reaſon 3 your ſincerity, 
madam, but it was carrying your cruelty too far, to re- 
wen e my letter No judge condemns un- 
eard. 
Emil. I have heard you, Sir, and from your own lips 
condemn. you, nor can any of your artful paliiatives 


ever induce me to change my opinion. I therefore re- 


queſt that you will ſpare yourſelf and me the fruitleſs 
trouble of attempting it; for be aſſured, that I will ne- 
ver receive letter or meſſage, nor hold converſe or com- 
merce with you more. 

Mr. Frank, For heaven's ſake hear me one word, my 


Emilia 


Emil. No, Sir. But to rid you of perbaps your 
greateſt uneaſmels, I promiſe you I never ſhall repeat 
the vile ealumny you thought proper to inſult me with; 
ſo that your ſecret remains ſafer, even in a woman's 
breaſt, than it was in your own: - But for the future, I 
adviie you to be more cautious. | | [Exit. 
Mr. Frank. So then, all is ſaſe wich. regard to lord 
Frankland — But what an als am] to think 
8 3 myſel! 
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myſelf ſo, while I am in the power of a woman ? no, 
o the that can never be, till ſhe is in mine. 
Enter Patrick. 


Jul Well Patrick, have you ſeen Fontange ? 
tion Pat. Yes, pleaſe your honour, 1 have ſeen her all o- 
ver. 
cret Mr. Frank. What's all over ? | 
now Pat. Why, by my ſhoul ſhe is all over impudence, 1 
| think. 
Mr. Frank. What do you mean ? 

my Pat. Why faith, when I enquir'd for her below. they 
wi ſaid ſhe was above; ſoup I went to the top of the houſe, 


tothe very garret, to her chambray, as the call'd ir, and 
71 knocked at the door, out of pure civility, ſhe anſwer'd, 

enter, or Entry, or ſomething like that; ſo in I went, 
and found her ſowing on her bodies, without ſo much 


as an apron or bedgown about her ſhouldero——angh, 
© is ie has made me fick about the heart. 

Mr. Frank, You are p!aguy dalnty, truly to be offen- 
X ded at ſeeing a woman half naked, 
mo Pat, Augb hone, my jewel, if ir was one of my 


own country girls, with a ſkin as white as a crud, or a 
new potatoe, it would not have affected my ſtomach 
that way. 


m Mr. Frank. Well, hold your nonſenſe did ſhe pro- 
py miſe to come to my chambers ? 
15 Pat. Faith, honey, it is but aſk and have with her, 
4 \ Il be bound ſhe is there already, a 

Mr. Frank. And you, blockhead, have got the keys, 
* wa home directly, TII follow you as quick as poſſible, 

y | 

* Pat. Troth let her wait, I' not fly a ſtep for her. 
* Mr. Frank. Be gone. [ Exeunt Patrick runnixg. 


ACT 
| 


44 The PLATONIC WIFE. 

"ACT W. SCENE I. 

A drawing-room in Lady Frankland's Houſe. 
| Lady Frankland and Emilia, 


Lady Frankland. 
V OU cannot imagine, my dear Emilia, how 
much I am ſhocked at what you have told me. I 
fear I ſhall. now become a common topic of diſcourſe. 
What a triumph for lord Frankland ! his character will 
riſe upon the ruin of mine. — Good heaven, what will 
become of me! 

Emil. Indeed, my dear lady Frankland, you firſt de- 
ceive yourſelf, and then argue right, upon wrong prin- 
ciples. You muſt certainly imagine lord Frankland a 
monſter, before you can ſuppole it poſſible for him to 

rejoice at your diſhonour, On the contrary, I am cer- 
tain he would be ſenſible of the higheſt concern, were 
he acquainted even with your preſent dittreſs. 

La. Frank, O] do not ſay fo, Emilia, I can bear his 
reſentment better than his pity. I fear I have deſerved 
' the one, and am certain | have no claim to the other. 

Emil. You judge too hardly of yourſelf, my. dear; 
but I have ſtrong hopes that this unlucky affair will ne- 
ver reach his, or any other ears. Sir Harry has nothing 
to boalt of ; we may therefore depend on his filence ; 
and I have too good an opinion of Sir William Belville, 
to ſuppoſe him capable of ever mentioning it ; and 1 
wcuid not have your ladyſhip ſeem to know one word 
of the matter, 

La. Frank. Grant it ſhould remain a ſecret, Emilia ; 
how painful muſt my fituation be! conſcious of the 
higheſt obligation, which I muſt not acknowledge, even 
to the generous hand that has conferr'd it. To a mind 
open and grateful as mine, this muſt be torture. | 

Emil. Have a care, lady Frankland, of over-rating 
the obligation. Sir William knows that your ſituation 
cannot admit of a return, and if I am not much deceiv'd 


with 
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with regard to his character, his ſentiments are too ge- 
nerous to expect one. 

La. Frank. By ſhewing my want of power to repay it, 
you but enhance the debt. 


Enter Nicodemus. 
Nic. Sir William Belville, madam. [ Exit. 


Lady Frankland looks at Emilia in ſome con- 
fuſion. 
Enter Sir William, 


Sir Wil. Your ſervant, ladies, I ſcarce expected the 
pleaſure of finding you at home this fine day, when 
all the world 1s abroad 

La. Frank. That may perhaps be one reaſon for our 
ſtaying at home, Sir William. I hate crowds of every 
kind. | 

Sir Wil. If half the world could entertain them- 
ſelves or others, as either of you ladies can, there 
would ſcarce be ſuch a thing as a crowd: ſele& par- 
ties and rational converſation, would then become the 
faſhion. But when the mind is vacant of ideas; its 
activity will ſeek them from outward objects, which 
ſtrike upon the ſenſes, yet leave no more impreſſion, 
than our forms do on a looking-glaſs ; while the charms 
of refined ſenſe, and elegant converſe, remain indelible 
upon the ſoul. 

Emil. For my part, Sir William, I relinquiſh any 
ſhare in that very fine compliment, for I confeſs I have 
great pleaſure in ſeeing a number of well dreſſed peo- 
ple together, looking as if they were pleaſed them- 
ſelves, and wiſhing to pleaſe others ; and I ſhould cer- 
tainly have been in the Park an hour ago, if I had not 
ſtaid in compliment to her ladyſhip. 

La. Frank. You render me uneaſy, Emilia, pray do 
not ſuffer your complaiſance for me to treſpaſs on your 
pleaſures. 

Sir Vil. Tho' you modeſtly refuſe it, madam, you 
have ſtill a part in the eulogium ; nor is it for want of 


ideas in yourſelf, but to inſpire them in others, that 


you . 
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you need ever wiſh to appear in public; and who that 
ſees Emilia, muſt not be captivated with the pleaſing 
one of ſprightly innocence ? 

Emil. Ay, but then, Sir William, ir Jeawes no more 
impreſſion, than our forms do on a looking glaſs, you know, 
ſo I'll even vaniſh away. xit. 

Sir Wil. All forms, however pleaſing, are tranſient, 
I-confelſs ; but when animated by a noble mind, they 
then become ſuch ſubſtances as ſtars are made of. 

La. Frank. Then ſure my dear Emilia may ſhine 
forth the morning's harbinger, for never was there yet 
a nobler mind join'd to a fairer perfon. | 
Sir Wil]. The compariſon had been more juſt, ma- 
dam, had you alluded to our nightly planet, which 
borrows its reflected light from the bright ſun, as the 
from you. 

La. Frank. Your compliment is ſo very high, Sir 
William, that there is no replying to it. We ſeem to 
have got beyond the clouds, and had better beware the 
fate of Icarus. —- ; 

Sir Wil. It were falling indeed, madam, to deſcend 
to any terreſtrial ſubject, while I have the happineſs, 
of contemplating, and converſing with a ſeraph. 

L. Frank. Upon my word, Sir William, your extra- 
vagant politeneſs diſtreſſes me; yet I confeſs my foible, 
if it is one, in being pleaſed at being approved and 
eſteemed by a perſon of your refined ſentiments. I hope 
too, that it is a pleaſure I may indulge with innocence. 

Sir Wil. Tranſporting ſound! my raptures are too 
ſtrong for expreſſion. Thus give me leave to thank) 


ou. 

7  [Rneels, and khifſes her hand. 

La. Frank. Oh! Sir-William ! beware of ecſtaſies ! 
they are, alas, inconſiſtent with my hapleſs lot ! 

Sir Wil. Never, madam, ſhall I aſpire to higher bliſs, 
than what I now enjoy. IBoroing reſpectfully. 

La. Frank. Perhaps, Sir William, I have been led too 
far.— But flill remember, Sir, that I am bound by the 
ſtrongeſt ties. They muſt be preſerved inviolate ; and 
if Iam really dear to you, you will ever hold them 


ſacred. 
„ Sir 
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Sir Wil. Far, far from Belville's heart, be every wiſh 
for tranſient joys, attended by remorſe ; much ſooner 
would he die, than eber create a pang in the ſoft boſom 
of fair innocence. | Fiete 

Enter Nicodemus. 

Nic. Lady Fanſhaw, madam, 

L. Fan. I vow you are a moſt unaccountable crea- 
ture, lady Frankland, I have waited for you this full 
hour; and what is worſe, I am afraid the auction is 
begun, and the room fo ftuff'd, that we ſhall not be 
able to ſee the beautiful pagoda, nor get into the cir- 


cle among the men; but be jamm'd up in ſome obſcure 


nook among the canaille, who frequent ſuch. places, 
merely to.ſtare at their betters, and poiſon the air with 
the fumes of tobacco. 

La. Frank. I aſk your ladyſhip many pardons— I ut- 
terly forgot to order a card to be ſent, to let you 


know I could not attend you this morning. 


L. Fan. Vaſtly polite, truly — not go with me ! af- 
ter preventing my being there two hours ago, and 
getting a ſeat cloſe to the auCtioneer ! I ſhould have 
had the very beſt place, ma'am, Mr, Langford and I 
are very well acquainted. | 

Sir Wil. By your own account, madam, her ladyſhip 
has done you a favour, by preventing you from being 
ſqueez'd up in a crowd. 

L. Fan. You are vaſtly miſtaken, Sir, there is no- 
thing more pleaſant, and healthful too; and I am cer- 


, tain half the people of faſhion in London would die 
of fevers, if it were not for the benefit of perſpiration, 


which they can only receive in ſuch places, as the 
are too delicate to uſe exerciſe ſufficient to procure it 
any other way. | 

Sir Wil. This is really, madam, the only rational 
argument I ever heard urged in favour of a crowd; 
and I ſhall henceforth conſider myſelf, or any of my 
friends in ſuch a ſituation, as only ſuffering a painful 
operation for the benefit of health. 

L. Fan, But now, dear lady Frankland, you have 
not an idea of what you will loſe, if you don't come 
with me direQly ; there's my lord Mount Faſhion, oo 

as 
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has travelled, thro' Perſia, and the Mogul's country, 
purely to acquire a knowledge in painting and archi- 
tecture, makes his firſt public appearance there this 
morning ; and will decide exaQly, with regard to the 
value of the bronzes, and the antiquity of the china. 

Sir Wil. Such a virtuoſo muſt be equally an honour 
and advantage to his country, ſurely ! 

L. Fan. O but, Sir William, they ſay he is a mighty 
pretty fellow too ; in ſhort, all the pretty fellows in 
Town will be there. Do come, for hea. en's ſake, lady 
Frankland! 1 ſhall break my heart if I don't go, and 
I can't decently ſtalk in alone, like one that nobody 
knows. 

La. Frank. Rather than your ladyſhip ſhould ſuffer 
ſo extreme a dlippointment, come then, I will ac- 
campany you. 

L. Fan. Away, away then, quickly, my dear, "7 
Chariot is at the door. Your's, Sir William. 

La. Frank. Sir William, your Servant. | 

[ Exeunt Ladies. 


Sir Wil. Lord Mount Faſhion, and all the pretty 
fellows in town. there! ſure that could not be the mo- 


tive for her going. — Yet ſhe abſolutely refuſed, till 


they were mentioned ; nor once defired me to accom- 
pany her. This is ſtrange! Oh! ſhe is too dear to my 
ond heart ! I cannot bear that other men ſhould gaze 
upon her charms ; for if they do, they'll love. .Pll 
follow at a diſtance and obſerve her, ſhe will attract all 
eyes, and I may paſs unnotic'd. De. 


SCENE II. 
Lord Frankland's dreſſing room. 


Lord Frankland and Emilia. 


L. Frank. So you think, Emilia, that lady F rank- 
land reads too much! | 

Emil. I do indeed, my lord. 

L. Fran. Were her books well choſen, that could 
hardly be; but I fear her ſtudies ſerve rather to aug- 
ment, than amend her aaly foible. But pray, Emilia, 

Who 
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who are lady Frankland's chief intimates? I do not 
mean the crowds that fill her drawing room, but thoſe 
who are admitted en famille. eon 

Emil. Does your lordſhip mean men or women? 

L. Frank. Both, Emilia; but more particularly the 
latter; for I would have you and every woman I regard, 
more nice in the choice of their female, even than their 
male acquaintance, Believe me much depends upon 


it, | 

Emilia. Lady Fanſhaw. and Clarinda are, I think, 
the moſt intimate of our female friends ; Sir Harry 
Wilmot and Sir William Belville are more frequently 
with us, than any other men, | 

L. Frank. You ſurprize me, Emilia ! Clarinda inti- 
mate with lady Frankland! I am ſorry for it. | 

Emilia, And why, my lord? Clarinda is ſprightly, 
ſenſible, and chearful. N 

L. rant. Beware of that ſpirit, ſenſe, and paiety, 
Emilia, which have not virtue for their baſe! they are 
dangerous inſtruments in dangerous hands ! I am ſhock'd 
at her intimacy with my wife, which ſhe has compaſſed 
ſince our ſeparation ; and if IJ have yet any influence 
with lady Frankland, or with you, you will both im- 
mediately quit all connection there. The reſt of the 
perſons you have named, I am unacquainted with, ex- 
cept Sir William Belville, who bears the character of a 
man of honour, Clarinda! lady Frankland ! thoſe 
names ought never to be joined, 

Emilia. I am very certain, my lord, that lady Frank- 
land would ſacrifice any thing on earth to your defire; 
I will anſwer for it that ſhe gives up Clarinda directly. 
I promiſe your lordſhip that I ſhall. | 

L. Frank, Do not flatter me, Emilia; could ſhe have 
ſacrifie'd her only foible'to my fond love, we had been 
bleſt indeed! « | T5 39 

Emilia. Pardon me, my lord, if I ſuſpect that foible 
might have been cured, if proper means had been ap- 
plied. 19 5 — et igen 
L. Frank. Do not ſpeak of it, Emilia; my wounds 
all bleed afreſh. There was no way to cure it, nor 
could we have lived on any terms, but by indulging it 
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to an exceſs, which muſt have rendered us both con- 
temptible. I am_impatient till you ſee my wife; alas! 
all that remains to me of that endearing name, is that 
fair ſhadow [pointing to the picture.] Let her break off 
all further commerce with Clarinda, it the regards her 
own honour, or my peace. | 
_ Emilia, Your lordſhip need not doubt your being obey d. 
E xit. 
L. Frank. I am grieved at thinking what may N the 
event of this connection. All women who have for- 
feited their own title to virtue, envy thoſe who poſſeſs 
it; and would wiſh to fink them to their own baſe level. 
Lam certain lady. Frankland is virtuous, open, and ſin- 
cere. But alas! what arms are theſe, to combat the 
charms of flattery, the attractions of pleaſure, and the 
ſnares of ſeduction ! ſhould ſhe fink under them, I ſure- 
ly am to blame, who have expoſed her youth and inex- 
rience to a trial, perhaps too hard. But ſhould ſhe 
aſs this more than, ordeal fire, unſullied and unhurt, 
be will be ſomething more than woman; and adoration, 
late ber claim, will then become her due. I'll hope 
the beſt. © Exit. 
Y $CENE III 


g Jo Mr. Frankland's chambers. 


Patrick ſolus. | 
Pais. What can my maſter, and that ugly mademoi- 
ſelle there, be doing in the bed- chamber within, this 
full half hour together ? Sure the devil would not put 
an ill thing in his head. Faith myſelf will peep through 
the keychole, and try. [Looks in.] No ſuch thing, at 
all s they are talking very faſt tho“, and there can't be 
no great harm ſure, in liſt'ning to their diſcourſe, ſince 
it Would not be.abput love. | Claps bis car to the ley- 
dle, JO faith, here they come, and a body may hear 
ſomething now. " [Retires to the fide of the ſcene, 
er Bater Mr. Frankland and Fontange., 
Font. Upon a my vord, conceleur, I do run a de ve- 
Ty dangere for your. ſervice. Madame Emilie ſhe 
be de heireſs you know, and that do _ a it de hang- 
: | ing 
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ing matter for ramp Fontange. Ah! Morblieu, ſi je 
ſera pendue hat a diſgrace. to my family! not one 
of dem would own, a me, F I ſhould be hanged. 

Mr. Frank. Courage, mademoiſelle, the hazard is 
not ſo great as you imagine, then think of the reward. 
A thouſand pounds! Why that will enable you to return 
to your own country, with eclat, ſet up an equipage, 
and outſhine half the women in Languedoc. Why a 
thouſand Engliſh pounds, Fontange, twenty ) thouſand 
livres Francoiſes, is the portion of a marchioneſs there. 

Font. But are you very ſure your honour mean a de 
marriage, after you carry her off? or elſe Fontange vil 
a have noting to ſay to it. She would no turn procura- 
teur for any ting in de vorld; but in de honorable way, 
ſhe ſerve a her friend, ſans doute. 

Mr. Frank, O, fac me not, mademoiſelle. —— You 
have the beſt ſecurity in the wane; orer me, my ou 
intereſt. 8 

Mr. Font. You muſt not come a to de houſe, till it 
is black dark; you get a ready de parſon and de coach: 
den leave ade reſt to me. 

Mr. Fran. My life and fortune both open on the 
event, 

Font. I wiſh a your honour de bon ſucceſs, vid all my 
heart; but you will not forget pauvre Fontange. I 
will haye a de bond ready for your honour to ſign, when 
you come a to de houſe, 

Mr. Frank. With all my heart, mademoiſelle. Would 
L had ſigned and ſealed with Emilia l IA 

Font. Sous: en bon tem: Adieu, Monſieur, adieu. 
boodslis} | pron; a. 

| Patrick comes forward 

Pater. Myſelf was never fo bothered what to do, in 
the courſe of my whole life. To be ſure 1 would be 
glad my maſter was married to madam Emilia, becauſe 
believe he loves her. But this ſtealing her away by 
night has an ugly look with it. — And to have that 
wicked mademoiſelle get à good thouſand pound fot 
helping to ruin the innocent creature ; augh, — 

vex me to the heart. I'll go directly, and — with 
my old friend and goſſip, Jimmy" Kavanagh, that in 
in a good place bere in town; and may be he would tell 


me 
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me what I would do ; for I don't much care to betray 
my poor maſter, neither. 1 | (Exit, 


Y as PORE room, ' is Gb evrt 


Air HAN WiIMor ina night gown; 


"CtxriNDA, tin with Bim. 
94 


„Gr. Has. 1 vow; Clarjnda, this was vaſtly kind} now, 
dad really: more than [ deſerve; but I declare, you are 
the very paragon of good. nature. 

Clar. Why truly, Sir Harry, I muſt fay, it ew a 
moſt dove-like diſpoſition in me, to hazard my reputa- 
tion, by viſiting a man who has juſt now ern ode his 
life for another lady, © © 

Sir Har. There you are miſtaken, Clarinda ; ; curſe 
me if F either did, or would fight, for any woman in 
England. —except yourſelf; ma belle fille. | 

Clar. O, your ſervant, Sir, But what could have 
been your cauſe of 'quarrel, then? For Sit William, I 
think, never plays. | 

Sir. Har. Why, ti ſame doughty knight-errint, 

vou have named, took it into his wiſe head, that be- 
cauſe a certain fair lady had never allowed him x tete à 
tete, ſhe never meant to indulge herſelf, or any body 
elſe, with one; and upon my declaring that ſhe bad 
done me that favour; | talking in a high, ridiculous, ra- 
mantic ſtrain of the. lady's honour and character; and 
ſeemed to hint as if he ſuſpected me of a falſchood. 
That you'll allow was not to be endured. 
r. O, by no means, Sir Harry. However, I have 
not quite ſo much pity for vou, as I had; as you were 
paid, I ſuppoſe; before - hand. A tete à tete with lady 
Frankland, was, Lthink, an over- pay ment ſor the ſlight 
ſcratch you have received. But you certainly did ill to 
boaſt: I could not bave fuſpetted you of ſo much diſ- 
honour, Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. Why bow, my dear Clarinda, there's the 
miſchief on't. I had nothing to boaſt of; for this fame 
petite partie ended in a very abſurd propoſal on her = 

R 8 2 Or 
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for entering into the Platonick ſyſtem, which I poſitive- 
ly refuſed. Car je n'ai pas le tems. "Admired the ele- 
gant impracticability of her ladyſhip's ſeraphics, made 
my bow, and withd rep. 

Clar. Very abſurd and ridiculous, truly ! Equally fo, 
on both ſides. | I never could have ſuppoſed, that a man 
who knows the world, as well as you have a right to do, 
could have flipp'd ſuch. an opportunity, fo ſimply. 


Ha, ha, ha, | 


Sir Har. Why faith, Clarinda, there ig a kind of baſh- 
ful courage about thoſe modeſt dames, that is capable 
of putting the moſt impudent fellow in the world out of 
countenance; and tho' I was never in better ſpirits for 
an attack, ſhe talked ſo queerly of friendſhip, eſteem, 
honour, and ſuch Ruff, that ſhe left me little to fay, 
and [leſs todo; ſo I c'en quitted the field, and march- 
ed off. 3 | 

Clar. Shame of all cowards, ſay I; if your double 


defeat ſhould be, known, you will be hooted out of the 


world both of love and gallantry; and faith, you de- 
ſerve it. | . 2 | 

Sir Har. Point de tout, ma che fille, no man is wiſe 
or brave at all times, and I ſhalkan!y ſmile at my late 
defeat, if I can but triumph A, faking Bold 7 Ber 
| _— ' and, 


Clar. Pſhaw, let me go; WWould be ſcandalous in 
me to ſubmit to a beaten general—conqueſt is the road 
to conquelt, both in love and war; and the illuſtrio 
name of our victerious leader, has been a legion a 
ded to our troops: Engliſh women, as well as men, 
chuſe to lift under a braye commander. 

Sir. Har. Vaſtly ſevere and piquant, truly! but I 
ſhall have my repriſals, ſome otlier time. 

Clay. You'll have better luck than you deſerve, then, 


Fareivel, poot recreant knight.” 
Sir Har. Adieu, ma bizarre! [Exeunt ſeverally, 
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SCENE \ 5 

be fireet before Lady Frankland's houſe. 

1 | Enter Sir WiLLLaM. 


Sir. Wil. Love and jealouſy are twins, I find, born in 
the ſelf-ſame moment. What tranſports have J felt, 
what agonies endured, within a few ſhort hours! That 
angel form which bleſſed my eyes and ears this morn, 
ere noon transformed into à mortal object! ſurrounded 
by a croud of coxcombs ! By heaven, ſhe freely gave 
her hand to lord Mount. Faſhion, and ſuffered him to 
lead her from that vulgar ſcene of hurry, noiſe, and 
nonſenſe, II ſee if ſhe is returned. [Raps at te door, 
and enter Nitodetus) Is your lady at home; friend? 
Mic. Noa, Sir, I'e wiſh ſhe were, for ſervants are 
all well y'clemmed, and cook ſays dinnet's a ſpoiling — 
Madam Emilia's at home tho', if your honour pleaſes to 
walk 1n. | T7 

Sir Vil. No, fri 
and ſhuts the door. 
wait for her. | 


'tis very well. [Exit Nicodemuz, 
nd yet 1 think I will go in, and 
| [Rep again. 

un you want now ? 7 
d my mind, and will go in to 
wait for your lady's ren. - 45s 
Mic. You'ſe welcome. Ie ſwear you'ſe a perſon of 
quality, for they never know their own minds. (Ade). 


Do walk in, Sir, pray. | [Exeunt. 
SCENE VI 
| ; A dreſſing-room. | 


Emilia painting. Enter Sir William, 

Sit Wil. Aſtet the declaration you made this morning, 
it ſurprizes me, madam, to find you in this retired ſitu- 
ation. | | | 
_ Emil, One often ſays more, Sir William, as well as 
Teſs, than they think, according to the degree of ſpirits 
they happen to be in. I confeſs myſelf a hy +8 
1 | | ave 


A ju 
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bave vivacity enough to be fond of public places. Yet, 
] very ſoon tire of them, and frequently prefer the gaiety 
of theſe little objeQs, which I can create with my pen- 
cil, and the enjoyment of my own thoughts, to the more 
glaring ſhadows which ſarround me abroad, and no 
thought at all. Tis vaſtly pleaſant to think ſometimes, 
Sir William. | 

Sir Wil. They are, indeed, truly unhappy who do not 
find it ſo, Guilt alone can make refſection painful. 

Emil. I muſt differ with you, Sir William; for I real- 
ly know many good ſort of people, who I am ſure have 
nothing to reproach themſelves with, yet for want of an 
early habit, dread fitting alone, as much as if they 
feared ſprites, and would run into any kind of compa- 
ny, rather than endure their own. 

Sir Vi Charming, ſenſible, unaffected girl (. 
He muſt be a happy man, Emilia, who ſhall ſhare the 
pleaſures of retirement, with a companion lively and 
rational as you. 

Emil. Pray do not make me vain, Sir William; per- 
haps no body may have it ſo much in their power as 

ou. 

Sir. Wil. That declaration ought to make me proud, 
madam.—But I have been ſo med with. your ſen- 
timents upon retirement, that oft forgot the oceaſi- 
on of my intruding upon % Do you know any 
thing of lady Frankland ? Dos the dine at home? 

Emil, ] have not ſeen her fince morning, but J am fo 
well acquainted with her ladyſhip's regularity and po- 
liteneſs, that I have not the leaſt doubt of her returning 
to dinner ( [ooking at ber watch). Bleſs me tis very late; 
] have never known her ſtay fo long abroad. 

Sir Mil. | have ſome little buſineſ: to communicate to 
her. ladyſhip, and ſhall take the liberty of waiting on 
her ſoon after dinner. , [Going. 

A noiſe of rapping at a door within...” 

Emil. & here he . and as you ſay you have 
buſineſs, I ſhall withdraw; but pray don't deiain her 
long, Sir Willam, for I am vaſtly hungry. 

; [ Exit. 


[Lady Frankland ſpeaking before /be comes in.] 
La. Frank, Will my dear Emilia excuſe mie this treſ- 
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paſs on her patience? But I vow it was not poſſible for 
me to get away from lord Mount-Faſhion, one moment 
ſooner. (Enters. ) Sir William, your ſervant. | 
Sir Wil. Your's, Madam; I am ſurprized that his 
lordſhip could part with you, even now, Madam: [ did 
ſuppoſe you had been gone to dine with him at lady 
Fanſhaw's, or ſome other of his lordſhip's fond admi- 
. 1 e STtth 
La. Frank, I don't underſtand you, Sir William; 1 
ſhould certainly have dined abroad, if I had happened to 
have one of my own ſervants with-me, to have ſent 
bome to Emilia. I did not expect the favour of your 
company, Sir, therefore cannot charge myſelf with any 
want of politeneſs toward you. | 
Sit Vil. Want of politeneſs, Madam! is that a term 
to me? whoſe heart-ſtrings you have ſtrained, and 
taught to feel more'racking agonies, than e'er Damien 
knew! keep your politeneſs for your lord Mount-Faſhi- 
on, Madam; 1 hoped I had an higher claim. "oy 

La. Frank. Are theſe the ſentiments, Sir William, 
which gave that claim? Where is that nice reſpect, thoſe 
ſoft expreſſions of trigndſhip and eſteem, which pleaded 
for that claim? a. - 

Sir il. Vaniſhec dam! fled in the moment that 
you gave your hand t ſame peregrine lord. 

La, Frank. Deluſi zn! they never yet cxifled in 
your breaſt ; ſelf-love alone aſſumed the form of ſenti- 
mental paſſion, and has impoſed on you, but never 
ſhall again on me. 

Sir #71, Cruel, unkind ! vain metaphyſical diſtine- 
tion! you know would ſacrifice a thouſand lives to 
.pleaſe-you» detach myſelf from the whole univerſe, and 

ive up every thought to you, and you alone | 1s this 
ef love ? | 

La. Frank. True love requires no ſacrifice, but the 
heart; ſelf love muſt have its triumphs : ſuſpicion is its 
conſtant mate, and the leaſt degree of complaiſance ſhewn 
to another object, appears a robbery to ſelfiſh minds. 
In ſhort, there can be no ſlavery equal to that a jealous 
lover would impoſe. | 

Sir Ml. I, Madam, I render you a flave! you, 


+ Madamgwhoſe empire is {6 abſolutely over me! 
+ 1 5 La. 
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La. Frank. Sir William, I ſhall ever acknowledge 


the higheſt obligations to you; you have drawn me from 
the verge of a precipice, into which my.own imprudence 


had like to have plunged me—l- awake from an illuſion, 


and can dream no more ge my friend ill, this is 
the only rank that you can ever hold in my regards. 


Sir #7). Heavens, Madam! what crime have l com 


mitted, that you ſhould wiſh my death? 


La. Frank. Far from it, Sir William ; I wiſh your 


happineſs, ſo far as it may not be- inconſiſtent with my 
own; and . by. depriving you of all right to be jealous, 
I. lay. you under the happy. neceflity. of ceaſing to be fo. 


1, begin to dread the violence of your temper, and what 


we fear, we cannot love. A 

Sir Wil. I begin to know you, Madam, in my turn; 
the refinement of a Platonic paſſion, but ill agrees with 
the ſlightneſs of yaur conduct. Sir Harry Wilmot would 


have been a more ſuitable lover, and I was certainly 
wrong to.interfere- 4 


La. Frank... Stop there, Sir William; I know already 
how much Jam indebted to you, upon that occaſion ; 
and ſhall therefore retire, to. ſave you the confuſion of 
having reproached me with an obligation, which even 
this behaviour cannot cancel, nag ſhall I forget. ¶ Exit. 


Sir Wil. Diſtraction! what ve I done! upbraided 


lady Frankland ! ſhe is, ſhe anaſt be irrecoverably loſt 


other ties. 


Aecurſid fealouſy too well you probe 
T he fallacy of ſentimental love. 
for themſelves alone wwe ſought the fair, 


| Kindneſs to others would nit cauſe deſtair ; 


But avhen /elf-Jowe begins to warp the nina, 
We-dread a rival in each paſſing wind. 


15 
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to me!, But by what bond could I have hoped to hold 
her? Platonics, I am now convinced, are all a jeft ;. 
and her. virtue, and my own honour, both forbid. all. 


14 | © 
4 g $ ACT 
* * * Sz — £ < b 5 * 2 * & 
; * 
* 


| 
| 
| 


| 


* 


58 Th PLATONIC WIFE 
_ A C V. SC EN K 2. 
Lady Frankland's dreſing room. 
Lady Frankland and Emilia. 


Lady Frankland. 


XA deareſt Emilia, I have now opened my whole 
1 ſoul to you. My mind is a perfect chaos; yet 
I feel as if a weight had been taken off my breaſt, by 
this moſt fortunate breach with Sir William. Oh, my 
Emilia, how near have I been to ruin! I am frighted 
even at the profpeR. #1 

Emil. You ſhould ' contemplate it rather, with that 
kind of pleaſure, with which they view the wreck, 
who have juſt eſcaped the ſtorm, with a proper ſenſe 
toward providence, and a ſteady purpoſe never to run 
the ſame riſque again. 257. 

La. Frank. Humbled as I now am, Emilia, ſuch reſo- 
lutions are natural, and bare remembrance of the petil 
I've eſcaped, muſt certainly inſure my perſeverance. But 
alas, my friend, have I not reafon to accuſe my fate, for 
turning thoſe advent which are deemed a bleſſing 
to my ſex, into a carte” for me! youth, beauty, inno- 
cence, and ſenſibility, to what have ye reduced me! to 
become the ſport of foppery, or vittim of jealouſy! Is 
this the world I have been taught to admire ? For what 
illuſions have I ſtrayed from real happineſs, which I am 
now convinced is only to be found, in the calm indul- 
gence of rational affections. In the repoſe, rather than 
tumult of the ſoul. | 

Emil. I rejoite to find that the natural good ſenſe of 
my amiable friend has been only hoodwinked, but not 
blinded, and that ſhe can ſo clearly ſee her errors now. 

La. Frank, Ves, wretch that I am! I ſee. them but 
too late; after I have forfeited the friendſhip, the con- 
fidence, and regards, of the beſt of men and huſbands ! 
thank heaven, though, that I have nothing to reproach 
- mylelf with, except imprudence; and yet, Emilia, 

. | can 
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can I hope that Lord Frankla nd ſhould take my word 
for this, or even condeſcendꝭ to liſten to my juſtiheation ? 
How I deteſt the writers of romance] Ob, Emilia, tis 
but too eaſy to ſwerve from the right path, but difficult 
indeed to recover it a gain 

Emil. Why difficult? the little deviation you have 
made, requires no artful clue. There are no bars againſt 
ſou, but thoſe your fears create. Lord Frankland is 
ſtill the ſame tender, affectionate huſband he has ever 
been, and gave a proof of it this morning, by requeſt- 
ing you to quit all farther intimacy with Clarinda, whom 
he ſeems to think no ſafe companion for your honour. 

La. Frank. Another precipice! an angel's guard has 
ſurely hovered over me} O were he to forbid my con- 
verſe with all the world, with light itſelf, with every 
thing bat thee, nay, nay, even with thee, Emilia! his 
will ſhould be obeyed. 

Emil. My heart exults at finding yours fo ſenfible- of 
duty. O, Lady Frankland, you have indeed efcaped 
from many dangers yet unknown, Nor can a wife e'er 
find a place of ſafety, but under the protection of that 
heaven-appointed guard, her hufband. Loſe not a mo- 
ment then, but let us fly to your aſylum— That gene- 
rous man, who has ever pitied and bewailed your errors, 
will. open wide his arms to your returning virtue. 

La. Frank. Alas, Emilia, a certain native pride, or 
rather conſcious ſhame, which generous minds alone, 
are capable of, reſtrains my ſte ps I muſt firſt endeavour 
to be reconciled to myſelf, before I can even hope for 
kis forgiveneſs. 

Enter Nicodemus. 

Nic. Mr. Ambroſe is come to- wait apon your lady- 
ſhip. 
La Frank. In a lucky minute; ſure! a thought has 
juſt occurred—If bleſt with ſucceſs, my dear milia 
ſhall be the firſt partaker of my joy.. For the preſent, 
leave me. [Exit Emilia, expreſſing by her looks and ge/-- 
ture her joy and wiſhes.) Deſire Mr. Ambroſe to walk 
ir | [ Exit Nicodemus.. 


in. 
Now for the laſt act of expiring romance P T 


Enter Ambroſe,” © |. 
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, Amb. In health, may heaven be praiſed for it; I 
have not been ſo bappy as to ſee your ladyſhip, for ſome 
time paſl, though I have called here daily, by my lord's 
command. K f 
La. Frank. Jam obliged to his lordſhip, and to you 
alſo, Mr. Ambroſe. | 

Amb. O madam, would it were within my power to 
oblige. your ladyſhip, your poor old ſervant. would lay 
dow his life, to ſhew his duty. 

La. Frank. Then, Ambroſe, you have it in your pow- 
er to do me a moſt eſſential ſervice. 

Amb, Your Ladyſhip has but to command, and I 
obey. Would to heaven that my lord and you loved 
yourſelves, but as well as I love either of you. 1 
know not which of you was to blame, but I am ſure 
my heart bleeds for you both. How it uſed to delight 
me, to fee you together. It was a bleſſed fight! and 
ſince your {eparation, I have feen nothing but affliction 

in our houſe. | | ' 
La. Frank, I take the blame upon. myſelf, good Am- 
broſe, yet I have hopes my fault may be repaired, if you 
will but implicitly follow my directions. 16 1 
Amb. Doubtleſs, madam, I ſhall obey. 
La. Frank. You know that my picture remains ſtill in 
my lord's houſe. | 
- + Amb. Ay, madam, and my lord knows it too, full 
well; he ſhuts himſelf up with it whole days, gazes on 
it, talks to it, then ſighs enough to break one's heart to 
hear him Tis all his company and conſolation, now 
Il dare not ſpeak. But— | 
La. Frank, Your words ' pierce through my ſoul ! I 
have not merited this kindneis; I thought his heart in- 
ſenfible and cold, dead to all tenderneſs for me; but let 
his generous-ſoftneſs quicken mine. Ambrcſe, you muſt 
ſteal that picture fox me, and bring it hither this very in- 
flant, unſeen by mortal eye. 
Anb. What, madam rob my maſter of his only 
treaſure 1 Bid me lay down my life, and I'll obey. 
La, Frank; Be aſſured I do not mean to deprive him 
of it. This eveniag you {hail replace it in my huſband's 
chamber. My ſole requzſt is that you will not let him 
know it has been moved. You can't refuſe me, lern, , 
BEEN | mb, 
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Amb. Your ladyſhip is goodneſs itſelf, and I can't 
ſuppoſe you would put an end to my life, by the grief 
it would give me to afflict, or offend the beſt of maſters 
I will then inſtantly obey your ladyſhip's commands— 
But pray, good lady, remember that it muſt be reſtored, 
this very evening. 

La. Frank. You may rely upon my promiſe, indeed, 
good Ambroſe— [ Exit Ambroſe. 
To Hymen's ſacred power, 1hough late, an ardent vota- 
ry I bend Oh! may he proſper, and alliſt my purpoſe! 

(Exit. ] 


SCENE I. 
An apartment in Lady Fanſhaw's heuſe. 


Lady Fanſhaw and Clarinda. 
Cla. I can't tell you how much I am diſappointed at 


the folly of that coxcomb, Sir Harry—l had great hopes 


that his ſpirited aſſurance might have conquered her. ti- 


mid baſhfulneſs ; and a breach once made in that ba- 
tion, the citadel falls of courſe. 1 begin to fear ſhe'll - 


counterwork us all, and either keep the fortreſs in her 
own hands, or perhaps deliver it back again to the for- 
mer governor, in #atu quo. 

La. For. I can't agree with you, Clarinda, though 
even Sir Harry has failed. For I dare ſwear no woman 


ever parted from her huſband, with a deſign of playing 


the prude with all the reſt of the world. I fancy now, 
that Sir William will carry the town—not by ſtorm in- 


| deed, but by ſtarving the befieged into terms of capi- 


tulation. 

Clar. I don't underſtand your ladyſhip, 

La. Fan. Why then, in plainer Engliſh, Sir William 
is grown jealous, and will, if poſſible, prevent any 
other man from coming near her. By this means, ſhe 


will find herſelf a priſoner, and may then probably ſur- 


render her perſon, to obtain her liberty, en parole, at 
leaſt. 
'Clar. You deal ſtill in tropes, Lady Fanſhaw. , 
La. Fan. Ay, but you underſtand me, for all that, 


Clarinda. You know full well that when a woman puts 


her- 
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berſelf into the power of a man, he becomes a tyrant, 
ſhe a ſlave, from that moment; and all the difference J 
can find, between marriage and gallantry, is, that one 
is perpetual], the other temporary, only. 

Clar. I care not by what means her ruin is accom- 
pliſhed, provided it be accompliſhed. Her fatal mar- 
riage with Lord Frankland, blaſted all my hopes, and 
I cannot bear to think that ſhe ſhould tafte the heart. 
felt joy of her own virtue, while | am depiived of that, 
as well as of what Frefigned it for. 

La: Fan. Nay, as to that Clarinda, it is no, ſuch 
mighty matter, that one need wiſh to. rob her of it, for 
we both know with regard to the-world, the appearance 
will anſwer; as well as the reality. But if you are bent 
upon her ruin, blaſt her reputation, my dear—The 
ſtory you told me of the duel, properly managed, is 
ſufficient to do that effectually. 

Clar. That alone ſhall deſtroy her fame, ſhould ſhe 
even preſerve' her chaſtity, which you ſeem to think 
improbable. 

a. Fan. | have half a ſcore viſits to make to mor- 
row morning and I ſhall take care to whiſper this ad- 
venture in every one of them, with the tendereft pro- 
feſſions 'of pity for her misfortune, and a who could 
* have ſuſpected it? I vow | thought her perfectly in- 
« nocent, but I am afraid lord Frankland had his rea- 
ſons—though he had too much pride to publiſh them,” 

Clar. This will do, my dear Lady Fanſhaw; for let 
women value themſelves ever fo much upon their inno- 
cence, the loſs of character is next to that of virtue. 

La. Fan. O much worſe, Clarinda—But I muſt go 
and viſit that ſimple Sir Harry, as he is confined; Town 
I deſpiſe him, but to perſons of certain ranks in life, 
one muſt be civil, you know, 

Clar. L ſhall ſend: to know if Lady Frankland be at 
home. Tf the is, II! pay her a viſit; perhaps Sir Wil- 

lam may be there, and I may poffibly diſcover ſome- 
thing to corroborate our ſtory, But that filly chit 
Emilia never leaves her, ſo that the woman wants op- 

rtunity, were ſhe ever ſo well inclined—lI with that 


girl was any how out of the way. 


l 
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La. Fan. She'll marry Charles Frankland, and be a 
wretch,- | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE HI. 
Sir William Belville's hox/e. 
Sir William and his ſervant. 


Sir Wil. Vou have told me a moſt extraordinary ſtory, 
James ; are you ſure your countryman's veracity may 
be depended upon. 

Serw. Pleaſe your honour, I have known him from a 
child, and never had caule to doubt it—He is fimply 
honeſt. 

Six Vil Then ſure his maſter is an horrid Villain! bid 
your friend attend me in my ſtudy—I muſt have all the 
particulars from himfelf, [ Exit ſervant.) Can it be 
poſſible there lives a wretch ſo vile, to form a ſcheme 
for violating helpleſs innocence, and ſpoiling blooming 


beauty! my fair, my ſenſible Emilia, I will protect 


thee, at the hazard of my life ; ſurely ſhe holds a place 
within my breaſt, its feelings are too ſtrong for friend- 
ſhip's power ; her danger has awakened all my tender- 
neſs, endeared her to my ſoul, and made me know eſ- 
teem to be the ſureſt baſe for love. [ Exit. 


8 CE NE IV. 
The fireet before Lady Frankland's houſe. 


Enter a footman, with a card in his hand; as 
be is flaring about for the houſe, My. Frank- 
land comes ſoftly doton the fide of the flage, 
niuffled in a cloak. Fontange opens the door, 
books about, and lets him in. 


Foot. That was as nicely done now as if I had a hand 
in it, myſelf. High preſto, paſs and be gone—as the 
conjurer ſays. That muſt be the houſe, for I ſaw my 

y's ugly Frenchwoman open the door—Aye, aye, 
am right. [ Raps at the door. 
bs Enter 
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3 Enter Nicodemus. | 
Foot. So Nic.— How do'ſt do, my lad? Is your La- 8 
dy at home? | "IS 
Nic. Why aye—T think fo. ; 
Foot. There, carry that card to her then, from my 
lady madam Clarinda, and bring me an anſwer, ſtraight. 
[Exit Nicodemus. 
Nic. Nic. has a rare place of it, ſurely—Such a 
fine handſome woman as his miſtreſs, muſt have a deal 


ef rich gallants come after her—And ſhe is not cruel, 
F find. Y = 9 | 


| Enter Nicodemus. | 
Mic. My lady will write an anſwer, directly, and 
you mun ſtay to carry it, for ife get going enough. 
Foot. You're a lucky rogue, Nic, to get into ſuch a 
ſervice; to have fo deautifirs young lady your miſtreſs 
l warrant me you'II be for purchafing into the funds, 
by and by. 1805 
| 


Nic. Funds! I believe you'ſe 'making fun of me— - 
Why mon, ſince thoſe curſed ſociations for dropping of 
vails, have been in faſhion, a poor farvant can ſcarce 
keep himſelf whole and clean. Funds quotha! 
Foot. Why really, as you ſay, ſince the incroach- 
ment upon our perquiſites, it is not worth any man of 
ſpirit's while to wear a livery, except where there is a 
little private buſineſs going Rand e underſtand 
me; and in that eaſe, we muſt be touched handſomely, 
| for huſh- money, you know. I'll warrant now, you 
| make above forty pounds a year of your lady. | 
Nic. Not 1, as I hope to be faved=She gives me FN 
| but the bare ten guineas, and I have hardly any requi- 
| .Gtes at all; for my lady don't love play. | 
Foot. Don't the really? [Bell rings—Nic. goes out, 
: ODEs And returns with à letter.] 
| Mi. Here's my lady's anſwer, ” 4 > 24 
| Foot. Good by to you, friend Nic. Since you're ſo 
1 'plaguy dy. | f 
Mie. That indeed, I am always And ſhould be glad 
to take à pot of beer with you, with all my heart. 
Nos. Another time may ſet ve, good Mr. Sly-boots. 
SCENE 


CE - 


TIC * 
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SCENE draws, and diſcovers F ontange 
ſeading in Mr. Frankland. 


Font. Oh, I am all in a fluſter, I tremble from head 
to foot. If you do not tucceed; that madame Clarin- 
da's ſerviteur diſcovery me He ſaw me at de door -O, 
de bonte, monſieur, What vill become of me, if ſhe be 
not very, very quiet? | 

Mr. Frank. Why faich, mademoiſelle, I find myſelf 
a little diſconcerted too, at preſent, and have a forebo- 
ding ſufficient to deter another man from the attempt, 
but I am determined to proceed, in ſpite of qualms, ei- 
ther of my conſcience, or her virtue— This night puts 
an end to my life, or my misfortunes. - I come prepared 
you ſee; [Draws out a piftol.] 
- Font. O de bonne grace! you terrify- me out of my 


life — Why, monſieur, if you ſhould” ſhoot a yourſelf, 


the king he get a your fortune—l never can recover my 
bond, againſt your heirs, 

Mr Frank, Vou need not be in pain upon that ac- 
count, mademoiſelle, for if I ſhould be taken off this 
moment, by an apoplexy, I ſhould die my own ex- 
ecutor, | 
Font. Helas! den, I have venture my neck for no- 
thing, I have de great mind to go and diſcover de 
whole affair this very minute, ſince I find-I am no to 
be paid. | 

Frank. If you attempt to ſqueak, I ſhall ſilence Yu. 
Madame. [ Preſenting the piftal. 

Font. Pardonnea moi, monſieur, take away de piſtol, 
and I vill no ſqueka—But do, pray fizn a de bond, if 
it be only for de ſatisfaction to my own: conſcience, 
that I did no commit a de ſin, for noting. [Signs the bond. 

Frank. There, mademoiſelle, and may you be intitled 
to your reward, with all my heart. It is not witneſſed. 


therefore not valid. [ 2/ide.] 


Font. Je vous rend mille, grace, monſieur The bell 
ring, get into that cloſet; de key is in de infide—Be 
ſure you no itir, till all de houſe be in de bed. 

Fronk. 
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Frank. Doubt not my diſcretion. [He goes into the 
Ab cloſet, and exit mademoiſelle.) 


SCENE V. 
An apartment in Lady Fanſhaw's houſe. 
Lady Fanſhaw and Clarinda diſcovered at cards. 


La. Fan. You are repiqued, Clarinda. 

Cla. Well, that makes us even. I wiſh Thomas was 
returned. [ They ri ſe. 
| Enter Betty and delivers a letter to Clarinda. | 

Ber. From Lady Frankland, ma'am 

Ca. To me! what can it mean? [Opens and read:.] 
Lady Frankland's and Emilia's compliments to 
„ Clarinda, and requeſt ſhe will not give herſelf the 
“trouble of coming any more to Lady Frankland's 
“ houſe, as they are under a neceſſity of declining her 
**:vthts, for reaſons not proper to be explained." Por- 
bid the houſe! this is aſtoniſhing ! 


La. Fan. It would almoſt tempt one to think they 


had a familiar, who could diſcover your heart to them. 
Bet. For that matter, I believe one of them is fa- 
miliar enough— with the gentlemen: at leaſt 3 if what 


Thomas ſays be true. 1 


La. Fan. Why really, Betty, gentlemen are the moſt 
agreeable familiars a lady can have. | 


Ber. Very true, to be ſure, my lady; but too. much 


familiarity breeds contention, as the proverb ſays; and 1 
never ſhould have thought of repeating what Thomas 
told me, the longeſt day I have to live, if it was not 
for their hypocrily in refuſing the viſits of ſuch a ſweet 
virtuous lady as my miſtreſs, that J have known, as it 
were" from a child. But ſome folks have fair faces 
and foul hearts; in troth.— | 
Ca. They had better have ſhut other people's doors 
againſt me, than their own; for henceforth, where J 
enter they never more ſhall be received—1'l} blaft that 
little prudiſh minx Emilia, too; I'll ſay any thing of 
them both that revenge can inſtigate. 

Bet. Upon my verily ma'am, F cannot bear to ſee you 


ſo inſtigationed by ſlights and malice, when if you 


knew but all, you need not be beholden to inventions, 
in 
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in the leaſt, ma am; for as ſure as day, and as I hope to 
be ſaved, ma'am, Thomas ſaw a man muffled up in a 
diſguiſe, let in juſt now, to Lady Frankland's houſe, 
by her mademoiſeille there, who to be ſure and ſartin is 
like the reſt of her country-women, no better than ſhe 
ſhould be. | 
La. Fan. Ha, Clarinda ! this is a lucky diſcovery for 
you.—l[ find her grave ladyſhip has not confined her 
ſtudies intirely to romance, but has dipt a little into 
the more practical buſineſs of novel too, and ſeems to 
be a, pretty apt ſcholar, for her time, truly. 
_ This ſecret is worth a million—who could he 
La. Fan. It muſt certainly be the ſly Sir William. 
Cla; No matter who——She is now in my power, and 


I Hill uſe the-advantage—This very inſtant 1 will write 


to Lord Frankland, he may command admittance, 
though I am denied. for reaſons not proper to be 


explained“, and will, I hope, find ree/on to be con- 


vinced that her affected delicacy is as eaſily conquered, 

as the natural openneſs of my too generous heart. 
Bet. I am ſure it would be a burning fin, and ſhame 

too, not to detract, and ruinate ſuch vild hypocrite crea- 


tures, ſor a couple of ſlippery heels, as they are. 


La. Fan: I am of opinion, Clarinda, that your in- 
formation will have but little weight with Lord Frank- 


land, as you may be ſuppoſed to have ſome intereſt in 


the diſcovery. 
Cla. Vou are miſtaken, madam, he has the quickeſt 


' ſenſe of honour, and will fly, either to convict or ac- 


quit her — Bid Thomas be in the way to carry my Let- 
tere, | [ Exit Betty. 
What a triumph will be mine! this night I thall expoſe, 
and laugh to ſcorn the ſaint- like Lady Prankland, tear 
off the veil ſhe has ſo long aſſumed, and ſhew her ge- 
nuine features to the world. 

La. Fan. Well, come, my dear, do give vent to your 
reſentment—or it may hurt you mightily, [Excunt, 


Sci 
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5 — 8 CEN E vl. 
Lord Frankland's areſ/ing room. 


Loy Frankland's picture deprived of all it's ornaments, 
. the hair a;pevelied, tears. flreaming from the eyes, and 
the hands in a ſupplicating poſture. 


Enter Lord Frankland. 

L. Fraxk. | am uneaſy, till I know from Emilia kT 
this my wife has broke off her intercourſe with Clarin- 
da. Why ſhould I doubt it? ſhe never yet oppoſed my 
will, her temper's eaſy as her air; calm, placid, and 
ſerene, as that fair ſemblance. ; 

[Turns toward the picture, and flarts.] 
Ha! what enchantment's this ! that countenance, no 
longer placid and ſetene, ſpeaks agonizing woe! the 
hair diſhevelled too! the hands held up in ſupplication 
can it be to me! tears ſtreaming from the eyes, the pre- 
cious drops, perhaps, of penitence and love! amaze- 
ment all ! Who waits? 

Enter Ambroſe. | 

Ambroſe, look there ! explain this wonder to my aſ- 
toniſhed ſenſe, while I have reaſon left to comprehend 
you. Ho came that pictute thus? 


Amb. My deareſt lord, upon my bended knees 1 beg 


forgiveneſs ; but could you have ſeen with what an ear- 
_ neſt fondneſs and deſire ſhe urged me to this deed, you 

would yourſelf have granted her requeſl—How then 
could I refuſe ! 


L. Frank. Do not torture'me ! but ſay, with ny, | 


-and truth, who urged you to this deed ? 

Amb. O! moderate the ſtrong emotions of your wind, 
and I will tell you all. It was my lady Frankland, your 
lordſhip's fond, repentant, "faithful wife—Bur if the 
cyime be paſt forgiveneſs, O let your anger fall on me; 
even drive me from your ſight, which of all puniſh- 
ments would be the ſaddeſt to me, but forgive my lady. 

L. Frank. Riſe, Ambroſe, riſe, and ſhare your maſ- 
ter's joy, which thus runs o'er. [Wiping his eyes, and 

gating at the picture 

It muſt be ſo—lIt was her former, is her preſent image. 
aick let me fly then, to this fair transformed, kiſs off 
the pearly drops from her pale cheek, and dry them 1 — 
the 
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the warineſt ſighs of love; claſp thoſe imploring hands, 
and preſs that heaving boſom to my heart. [Exit. 

vents, Amb, May heaven be praiſed for this moſt bleſſed 
and © event! I ſhall-ſee my deareſt lord and lady happy once 
more, and then I've lived enough. [ Exit. 


SCENE changer 7» lady Frankland's 


win. |  Areffing room, pe filling leaning on ber arm, 
| my the ornaments of her head taken off. 
and La. Frant. With what impatience have I told the 


minutes, ſince I deemed it poſſible Lord Frankland 
tu.] might have ſeen the picture! Anibroſe,, perhaps, de- 
no ceived me. He may not look upon it, or if he ſhould, 
the how am TI ſure that he will turn his eyes on me ? But 


on.! ſhould he even deſpiſe my ſorrows, and leave me to 
pre- my fate, I ought not to complain! But ttis impoſſible“ 
e- —T. know his generous heart will melt at my diſtreſs; 


At leaſt, he ſure will pity and forgive! 
Enter "Lord Frankland, and flands at the fide of the ſcene, 


af 624 0 gazing at ber. 

end L. Frank: My bounding heart ſprings from my breaſt, 
to meet her How beautiful ſhe looks ! and Oh! how 

Dep exquiſite thoſe charms, which even the veil of ſorrow 

ar- cannot ſhade ! | 4 

ou La. Frank. Heavens [Looking at him, and falling back 

len uA . . N. hien in her chair. | 


L. Frank.” Is then the deareft, faireſt of her ſex, 
Y, again reſtored, to the fond heart and arms, of her 
| adoring huſband! © [Runs to cateh ber in his arms and 
d, n en ed en ON TY 81 D509 embraces her.] 
ur La. Frank. "Oh if not held unworthy of that bleſ- 
ſing, her wiſhes are complete. | 
L. Frank, Unworthy, faid you! you never were, 
nor could be ſo ;; through all the winding maze of 
gaiety and youth, my "eyes have followed ſtill their 
darling object; nor has my heart one moment ceaſed 
to love, to pity,” and eſteem you. Had the charms of 
pleaſure, or the ſnares of vice, infatuated your heart, 
that heart would ne'er have ſighed to turn again to me. 
When I was firſt flattered at receiving the poſſeſſion of 
it with that fair hand, I claimed it as an huſband's right 
I no accept it at a generous gift, and ſet the higher 
value on the prize. La. Frank. 


— 
0 
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La. Frank. Alas, my lord, your tenderneſs and ge- 
neroſity overpower me They are indeed much more 
than I deſerve, yet, though bluſhing for my follies, let 
me ſay no crime has rendered me unworthy of your 
e Mtg 47 heart is free from ſtain, and keneefs rth 

may hope thy image there, ſhall ſhield it from all fu- 
ture weakneſs. 

L. Frank. Can you ſuppoſe 1 doubt it, while with 
tranſports ſuch as thoſe, 1 claſp i it to my own ? 


¶ Euubraces her. 
Enter Emilia. 


Emil. My dear Lady Frankland, joy, like mine, is 
not to be reſtrained by common forms — Lucy this 
moment told me ſhe ſaw Lord Frankland come into 
your dreſſing room, and though perhaps, I interrupt 
your happineſs, I muſt indulge my own, by wiſhing to 
you both, that true felicity which I well know you 
both delerve. 

La. Frank. The generous friend who. has ſhared the 

ſorrows of my heart, has a right ſurely to partake its 
joys 3 and if my eſent happineſs could admit addi- 
tion, it muſt be found in that which my Emilia feels. 

L. Frank. I know of nought that could increaſe my 
_—_ but ſeeing you rejoice, Emilia. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Madam, Sir William Belville is below, and 
begs to ſpeakwith you immediately; he ſays the cauſe 
2 his intruſion at ſo late an hour, will be a ſufficient 


for it. There is a ſetvant of Mr. Frankland$s, { \L 
EP: 


madam, who ſays he has been at Lord Frank- 

land's with a letter for him, but his lordſhip was not 
at home. [To Emilia. 

L. Frank. They were miſtaken Lucy, for this is 
now my home. ru 

Ami. What, ſhall I, do, Lady Frankland . 5 

La, Frank. See him, by all means, Emilia. There 
muſt be ſome uncommon cauſe for ſuch an ill-timed 
viſit. 

L. Frank, Deſire him to walk in here, Lowers every 
mark of politeneſs is due to his character. [Exit Lucy. 

(Emil. What buſineſs Mr. Frankland's — can 
have with Sir William, or with, me, I cannot imagine, 

La. Frank. A little time will explain this myſtery, 


1 Enter 
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Enter Sir William, Patrick, and Lucy. 

Sir Wil. | am extremely happy at finding your Lord- 
ſhip here, as I am perſuaded this meeting muſt render 
Lady Frankland and you ſo; and as the affair which 
brings me hither, concerns the honour of your lord- 
ſhip's family, For which reaſon I meant to have wait- 
ed on you at your houſe. | 

L. Frank. Sir William I am very glad to ſee you, 
upon any occaſion, but I think I have as little to fear, 
on the account you mention, as any man, for ] happen 
not to be bleſt with any female relations, but thoſe 
ladies who now ſtand before you. 

Sir Wil. Then, my Lord, you may indeed boaſt 
your having org to be alarmed at irom feminine 
connections; for if virtue and innocence were to be- 
come embodied, and chuſe their forms, they would 
be thoſe of Lady Franklank and Emilia—But your 
lordſhip has, I think, a male relation, counſellor 


Frankland. 


?nt 
. ( 
ot 
þ 1 
is 


Pat. Augh, that's my maſter, now, and faith my- 
ſelf is almoſt ſorry I expoſed him before ſuch great 
company. | [All. 

L. Frank. What of him, Sir William ? I look upon 
him as a very honeſt, ſenſible, and ſober young man, 
rather too grave for one of his age. 

Pat. Augh hone, how little he knows of him? [ Afar. 

Sir Wil. I fear then you are deceived, my lord—This 
honeſt ſimple fellow here, his own ſervant, this morn- 
ing overheard a ſcheme laid between him and Fontan 
Lady Frankland's woman, for no leſs than the abſolute 
ruin of this lady. Pointing to Emilia. 

E mil. Heavens, how I tremble ! 

L, Frank. I am unwilling to think ſo vilely of human 
nature, in any inſtance, and much more ſo of Charles 
Frankland, in particular, as to ſuppoſe this to be true. 
What proof can you produce, friend, that ſuch a 
villainy was e'er intended ? [To Patrick, 

Pat. Upon my ſafe conſcience, my lord, my own 
two ears heard them talk about it, in my maſter's 
chambers ; and that ugly jade, that madame Fontange; 
was to get a good thouſand pounds for afliſting him in 
carrying her off. f 

L. Frank. I cannot be perſuaded, that Charles is ſuch 
a villain ! | Pat. 


* 


: to reque 
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Pat. Why, my lord, if he is not in the houſe this 
very inſtant, why then Patrick's a lyar, and never be- 
lieve him more, Augh-hone ! myſelf is ſorry enough 
for his doing ſuch a bad thing, and it would break my 
heart to ſee him go to Tyburn for it, among a parcel 
of dirty, black guard highwaymen, that would loſe 
their life for five or fix guineas, and not among gentle- 
men, like himſelf, that would be hanged for killing 
their friend in a fair quarrel, or running handſomely 
away with their miſtreſs. But upon my own ſoul, 
though, it would be a thouſand pities to ruin that 
ſweet creature, for all that. | 

L. Frank. If Charles be found in the houſe, Emilia, 
I fear the reſt of the ſtory is then too true. Vet as 
the crime has not been perpetrated, f would wiſh to 
ſave him both from ſhame, as well as the puniſhment 
he deferves. I will go ſearch, and bring him from 


his hold. 


Sir il. I requeſt your lordſhip will allow me, and 


this honeſt fellow, to attend you, if it be only to ap- 


prove our truth. | | 
I. Frank, By no means, Sir William, your ' honour 


has been proved ſufficiently, in the detection. His 
ſervants honeſty ſhall be rewarded. [Exit. 
Pat. Great luck to your lordſhip. 
Emil. How is it poſſible, Sir William, to repay this 
| ſervice? | | 
Sir Wil. I ſhall ever conſider it as the greateſt hap- 
pineſs of my life, that it has been in my power to 
render you any, madam; and if it might not appear 
to be preſuming too much upon the preſent incident, 
I ſhould intreat you to accept all the future ſervices 
of my life. I rejoice to find your 2 5 has led the 
way into the only path to real happineſs. 
* ee [To lady Fran l land. 
La. Frank. I have not the leaſt doubt of your gene- 
roſity, Sir William, and ſhall ever be ready, with true 
gratitude, to own my obligations. | 
Sir Wil. If your ladyſhip thinks you have any, tis 
in your 1 8 0 to overpay them now, by joining me 
the fair Emilia to accept my hand and 
heart. Both your ladyſhip and I have ſeen the error 


of imagining they can be ſeparated. La. Frank. 


. 


— 


The PLATONIC WIFE. 73 
La. Frank. I allow it, Sir William, and as I know no 


perſon ſo capable of rendering my Emilia happy, I en 


— 


treat 

Emil. My dear lady Frankland, I will not make a 
merit of granting that to your requeſt, which I think 
Sir William's own deſerts have a right to claim. 

Sir Mil. The generous manner — would, 
if poſſible, double the obligation. 

| Enter Lord Frankland. 
L. Frank. I have ſecured the poor unhappy wretch 


to ſave him from himſelf. 


Sir Wil. Then it was true; my lord. 

L. Frank. Too true, Sir; I made his vile accom- 
plice trembling and ſcared, convey me to the place 
where he lay concealed ; but when he ſaw me ſtand 

before him, guilt and confuſion flaſhed into his face 
He thought it was an apparition, and ſtiffened quite 
with horror. I cloſed upon him inſtantly, and ſeized 
the piſtols which lay by his ſide. He then fell on his 
knees, confeſſed his crime, and begged that I would 
give him from my hand, that death Wich he deſerved. 

Emil. F grieve to think, my lord, this happy hour 
ſhould have been interrupted by ſuch a ſad event. 

L. Frank. Tis rather ſure an addition to my bliſs, 
that you are ſaved from miſery, Emilia—But to Sir 
William Belville, your firſt and greateſt thanks are due. 

Emil, If he is not ſatisfied with my payments, my 
lord, he muſt e'en take out a ſtatute of bankruptcy 
againſt me, for I have already ſurrendered to him every 
thing I was miſtreſs of, | 

L. Frank. Then I give him joy, with all-my heart, 

Emil. As for you, honeſt Patrick, I think the leaft 
return I can make you, for ſaving my life and honour, 
is to preſent you with the ſame ſum that. Fontange 
was to have had for deſtroying both. 

Pat. Heaven bleſs and proſper your ladyſhip, for 
that. Patrick will carry it into his own country, and 
that itſelf would be a help to poor Ireland, for every 
one has a pluck at it, and would be glad to take all 
they can get from it, and no body never gives it no- 

thing at all. 2 
D — Euter 
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Euer Nicodemus, awith a letter 40 Lord Frankland. 
Mic. One of yourſervants has juſt brought this from 
your lordſhip's houſe, he ſays the man who it him, 
bid him carry it where-ever you were, if he ſhould 
not meet with your honour at home. | 


a be opens the letter, and looks at the bottom. 
.-.* From Clarinda! [read the letter] Malicious woman! 
Oh! let the venomed thaft with which ſhe meant to 

wound my tendereft part, now lodge in her on breaſt. 
[ Afede] [Gives the letter to lady Frankland.) You ſee, 
my dear, I had ſufficient cauſe to warn you againſt 

this dangerous woman; and I am pleaſed to find that 
Her reſentment has ariſen from your kind attention to 
my deſire in forbidding her your houſe. | 
La. Frank. This fortunate deliverance, with every 
other fucceſsful event of my future life, may add to 
| ineſs, but cannot increafe that love and grati- 
tude, with which my heart o'erflows to thee its gene- 
rous protector, and its ſureſt guide. A 
we Enter Nicodemus. | 
Nic. Pleaſe your ladyſhip, mademoiſelle has got out 
of the window of the room where his lordſhip left her, 
thoa ſe have the key ſafe 3 in my pocket 
Shall I go after, and lug her back 


L. Frank. No, let the wretch eſcape ; the diſap- | 


pointment of her avarice, be the puniſhment of her 
crime; but henceforth I intreat my deareſt wife will 
never employ foreigners again, while there are perſons 
in our own country, both in trade and ſer vice, ſufh- 
Client to ſupply our uſes. 
La. Frank. In this and every thing elfe, my pride 
and pleaſure ſhall be, to obey my deareſt lord. | 


Too plainly have 1 prov'd, that uncenfin'd, +70 

Our little if is toſs d by every wind rsd 

On rocks and quickſands often is it caſt, O 1 70 

And frequent ſunk by cruel ſlander's blaſt, - 2 

But when our pilot at the helm appears, = 
With ſteady hand and compaſs when he ſteers, 
In full ſecurity we fail with eaſe, 


And fear nor driving winds, nor raging ſeas. - 


| fExir. 
He . L. Frank. Have I permiſſion? [They all bow, and 
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EPILOGUE. 


The Writer unknown. 


Enter Mrs. Clive, with an Ex110GUE in her Hand. 


H I am ſick with laughing—almoſt dead! ä 
Well! fure, of all the epilogues I ever read, YL 

This is the dulleſt! ah ! that head! that head! 

Such flimſy, poor, quaint traſh, was never penn d! 

And what's ſtill worſe, he tiles himfelf a friend. 

I wiſh he'd be his own, and ceaſe to write, 

I vow the Chrifimas bell-man beats him quite, 

Such ſtuff is only fit for Recitative, 

Let's ſee—T'll try a ſtave or two—your leave 


* To you, ye brave, and alſo you, ye fair! 
* Our female author does her fears declare— 
** Invokes your pity—pleads her firft offence, 
* And that 'tis merit, ev'n to make pretence.” 
| Ding ! dong! 
[Spoken in A 
I'll write an air, myſelf, to't—then you'll roar 
Bravo ! bravifſimo! divine! encore! 
But hold Piano, gentlefolks—For here 
I'm running on, without all ſenſe of fear 
What's this toth' play? {puts up the paper ) our author, 
there ſhe ſits ! | 
As I'm alive, ſhe's going. into fits ! 
Our female bard—the writer of this play— 
Dear me! what is't that I was go'ng to ſay ? 
Lord, l'm ſo. flounder'd ! ſo confuſed No ſcheme 
To bring me off !—I'll tell you an odd dream 
Not mine—t'was hers—So I'll juſt give you a hint, 
And leave you to infer what meaning's in't. 
Our Sappho took a nap—you'll ſay you know it ; 
Is that uncommon in a modern poet ; 
But let that paſs—W hen borne on fancy's wing, 
To the ſmooth brink of the Caſtalian ſſ ring, 


4 


[Curtfying.. 


BP IL OS U E. 


She quaff d ſo large a draught, it turn'd her brain 
As mad—as ſome of you are with champaign— 
Straight ſhe began to rave bout inſpiration / 
Plot—diftion—moral—ſentiment—and paſſion. 
Then ſcrambling up Parnaſſus mount, the ſpied 
The hery Pegaſus—— and yow'd ſhe'd ride. 

Now I've been told, d'ye ſee, that this ſame ſteed, 
Skittiſh, and fleet as your Newmarket breed, 
Has dev'liſh pranks—and none but men can ride him, 
How aukard: muſt our petticoats beſtride him; 
Faith, ſo it prov'd ! 
For as ſhe, one foot in, and one foot out, 
Was tittuping her hobby-hor/e about, 
He gave a ſudden friſk, rear'd up in th' air 
And canted Sappho offt—among Je there ! 

O dire prognoſtic of her preſent ſtate ! 
I almoſt tremble to inquire her fate ! 
Explain this dream—O be our Art'midorus ! 
Expound by contraries, the doom before us! 
Shall ſhe remount ? ſhe'll brir g him to his paces, 
And ſhew you mettled ſport, at future races? 

But metaphor apart—This I dare ſay, 
On the behalf of this probation play, 
Yare bound Yencourage it—I'll tell you why— 
Wit, like proviſion, now is ris'n ſo high, 
That ſome expedient we muſt fall upon, 
To keep the market ſtock d, or we're undone : 
Now to aboliſh all monopoly, 
And furniſh out a choice, and. full ſupply, ' 
Take the advantage of a late decree, 
Make't legal to import a quantity _ 
Of 1ri/þ wit—like butter duty free. 
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